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PREFACE. 



T„ obieot 01 a* rtoT i. 10 .1™ «^ ""^ »' '^ "^ "' 

a. p.,».rf a.j m l«U»»l.lo societ,, d>ieflj ».o»8 «.• l^'"' 
d.„„; „a p„,.i».nt»no.g A «'to «!.«''""*•<"»■ 

b, both „»riea »a d.gl6. Tte ™to hop« U..i *« «■<>» " 
Um^, po*.jed i. tbe .„.,li<oo. P.»l -d B.V.=cc.,», 
pro,. . ™»mg to ll». r«a«. »l>o .ow .« ». t™ » "k" 
fh» norH oJlii " « luvnnleEi ffiit.tlo»." 

I, the «.o». »P»t»oo ol both lho« ol«™"» ■»? "» •»- 
..,»i by »» o.. P«.o. wbo i. ^. P^^. " ■-= »" "^ 
„ed tot . p..J« .< th»*Whe» ^ .d«, fcoo .he W 
o, h... wh«. od, object 1. fh» dopiotoe «.• '""i- -' "» 

p.««lit age, baa been to do good. 

The ATIIH0HE68. 
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CKAPTER L 
thb show-storw 

..Outot11iebo80mofflieAll-, 
Ont of IhB oHma-tolds of lier nanaeat al 
Oier tHe woodlanda bcown and bura, 
Over me harveBt-fleldB forankeQ, 

Silent, Baa oft, wid alow, 
Dmireoda tiie anow.' 



«HE storm increased rapidly, now. 

I All the morning, dart, grey, murky donda 



& had loomed up from the ^ 

se^r-^-l At noon the snow-flaies began to fell. 

One h, one, one by one, softly, lighfly, with wemi-hte 
.(illness came the beautifnl white snow, 
"'tirired Bessie Brow, was w»«»S '« «»jl- 
descent, as she stood behind the enmson folds ot the 
onrtams, in her father's handsome library, 
^^had ™wed, with dreamy wonderment, the p.ta of 

daAshlws cloidmg *« l-^"- ^ *": " -""" t 
tot fi»ther, flake as it hang suspended m ti^^" °» J 
■»rney ea,Jhw«d ; bd seen another and "»*«^»f '; 
until now, the whole atmosphere was tall of them and tne 
^Zm folding, in amantle of spotless whrt^nes. 
The wind was riBiBg, too. 
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10 COUSIN PAUL. 

She heard its rushing, whistling voice, as it swept 
around the sides of the large old mansion, and she knew 
that it was having a grand frolic, in those winding garden 
walks, in front of the residence. She smiled as she saw. 
the snow whirl hither and thither, seeking to alight, yet 
before it touched a' resting-place, the arch rogue wotdd 
seize it in his embrace, and send it with a whistling laugh 
high up oVer the trees, where it circled around a while, 
then alighted softly among the branches of the evergreens 
that stood each side the porch, or dropped slily upon the 
once green hedge, that surrounded the garden. 

It was a purely beautiftd 'Sight 

Faster and fester fell the snow, whiter and whiter grew 
the ground, until it became one vast, smooth sheet of 
spot3ess purity and beauty. The branches of every tree 
were quite loaded with fantastic, yet snowy garments; 
each tiny ahnib was bending beneath an unexpected bur- 
den. The hill in the distance had also its white robe, and 
the brook that wound at its foot, was almost hidden by 
the smooth, white covering, 

Bessie Brown stood motionless at the window, her S&ix 
face pressed close against the panes, her blue eyes feasting 
on the scene without. She was weaving strange romances 
of beauty and gracefulness, drawn from the dancing, fairy- 
like movements of those tiny flakes, and the cunning of 
their merry friend. Master Wintry Wind, as he frisked 
so gaiiy among them. 

How rapidly the snow kept felling ! Myriads and my- 
riads of little crystal shapes were flying all around, and 
Bessie's eyes sparkled, as she saw their whirling move- 
ments. Long she mused over the scene, almost forgetful 
of the expected arrival of Minnie Morton, an old school- 
mate and dear friend residing in New York, who was to 
visit bar on the morrow, if this snow did not prevent. It 
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was her imsiety alout the gathering storm that had 
brought her to the -window, bat it was the wild beauty of 
the scene that had chained her there so long. 

It was indeed a ohamiing picture I that obeerfel room 
within, with its bright Are, its handsome appomtments, its 
warmth and coziness ; that joung ghl, with her htho 4g- 
nre leaning agamat the casement, her blue eyes Med with 
reTcrie as she gaaed on the scene without Then there 
was (hat outward winter landscape I The beautiful snow, 
BO white, so pore, shrouding the garden and the hillside, 
the tall tree, the gpaceSil shrub, and the music of the wmd 
as it rushed onward, playing with its feathery friends such 
strange, ftntastio trieis, all combined to make the charm 



complete. ., j 

So Bessie dreamed onl So the snow-Bakea gathered 

oa 1 then darkness came, and droTe her from the wmdow, 

to a seat beside her &ther, a handsome man of forty-iye, 

who had jnst entered. 

" Well, pet, what have you been doing this afternoon / 

aslced he, as he laid his hand caressingly upon her golden 

"Bunding atty castles, and watching the snow-flakes," 
returned she, demurely. 

••A truly romantic occupation, well suited to a girl ol 
seTcntcenl The castles were connected with Minnies 

arrival, I presuma" .„,... i. w 

"Partly papal Do you think the storm will detain hep ( 
"I hope not, for yonr sake, my daughiar ; you seem to 
anSoipate so much pleasure in seeing her. darling it 
seems strange that one so gay and worffly, so v»y 'Cer- 
ent from my domestic and Christian girl, should be her 

'"■jKotdSlL, that Minnie is Ml of We and 
gdety now, but she is good-hearted and affectionate, and 
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of better thaga than parties, or pleasure-seeking, to place 

Z^ T^ °° """f^' '''"'^»' ™"=»J "f tlo friToUfc of 
earthly fi»h,ons? Oil I long, dear father, to lead my 
inead to jesu&" •' 

.. ^^t "l" ; ''''^'"*' '*'««' i '« y"" I™"", my »Md, 

lliathewhieh conyerteth the sinner ftom the error of 
ta way shall save a soul fern death, and shall hide a 
mdtitirde of snrs^» At least, Bessie, yo„ ean pray for her 
you love, rfimRmliorJv,^ '^ •' 



" That prajing breath. 
Is never spent in vBin," 

I also wm bring her cai: to the throne of gisea But 
there eomes Sister Charity, as I mnsl always eall your 
Bewmg.b«5ket ; and her arriyal I conrider a ^nal for my 
newspaper to come forth. Bnl who now is snffering, and 
to bo olothed by Bessie Brown's charitable indnstry?" ' 

JSIary Gaifney's children are ycry destitute, I found on 
aiturday, on a visit to then.. I have been quite busy an 
the week, sewing for tiieir benefit See, I have nily 
finished the last garment I Won't the little creatures be 



They may well be, those dresses are so warm and com- 
fortable. I suppose you realise now the Bible truth your 
mother often whispered to you, • It is more blessed to give 
than to, receive?'" '^ ' 

m,!!.h°r'™ ^ f- ■J"'"' ^ "W ""> '=™™»'' gl« so 
^« e ,1, '^""v^ "^"^ "'"' """^ l««gl.ter when the 

new clothes are displayed, amply repay aU the tixinble of 
selectmg, fitiang, and making." 

So Bessie Brown plied the needle busily, until the 
clock Btiruck ten, when she oaieMly folded flie eomplettd 
work, and eanying "Sister Ohariiry " away, she placed the 
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summoned Mrs. Sanger, tie honseieeper, a"*.''" I'«'_J 
tent cook, to tteii evening devotions. A portion ot Sod s 
holy wori was then solemnlyread, and an eame.t player 
was offered, Ml of &ith and devotion, m Tvhroh the ex- 
pected fdend was fervently remembered ..,„,„, 
Soffly pressing a good-night tass npon the fresh young 
lipsThFs only child, Mr. Brom sought hi. apartmant, 
wKle Bessie gave another glance ftom fo^-f"^^^ 
low-clad caShwiAont, then closing the blmds for the 
St, and seeing that all other portions of the honsc were 
JlS^ViTned, she ascended the st»rs, smgmg a verse 
ofthebeantifnlhynm— 

"Sw.ellooi'J'P"'?"' .w«ellioinoIp»J"l 
Thy wingB shall my petitiona bear, 
To him whose tnith and MthMneBS 
Engage the waiticg soil ^ hlese ; 
And Bince he bids mo seelc bia fiice, 
Beliove bis word, and trust bia graoo, 
I'il oast on him my eveiy oare. 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer. 
A short thne passed, and then her blue eyes were closed 
in Bleep, and aUwas quiet in the loving home-nest at 
'"t.BrMhe owner of this conn^rcsid^cetowbiA 
wc have inwdneed our readers, had amassed a comtona- 
Te toe in the flonr and gmin busmess at Eochester, 

S SlSi'S ^e^ o»>^ «^ 'Ttt'of'S 

then about iffeen, he thonght to spend the res of to 
days amid m,,l pleasures, and in the "J"?-"""' f *' 
purest home affLions. One year of sweet repose foUowrf, 

Ld4en suddenly his fondly loved "o-P;"- '? ^J,' 
moned to tie rest that awaits the t«»ple of Sod. it was . 



■was a 
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SOITOW&] stroke to the lonely husband and only daughter, 
but they knew that God chasteneth whom he loveth, 
and with tearful eyes, yet holy resignation, they said Thy 
■will, not mine, be done. 

Bessie was very young to be deprived of a pious mother's 
counsels, juat at entering womanhood ; yet she had given 
her heart to Jesus some months before her mother's death, 
and now she became her father's solace and companion. 
A competent housekeeper took charge of the more ardu- 
ous duties of the establishment^ but Bessie's fair fingers 
^ve the tasteful air to each apartment, her refined taste 
imparted a charm to the already handsome residence. 

Bessie was not beautiful, but there was something pecu- 
liarly attractive in the winning smile that played around 
her sweet young mouthj and an intelligent look in those 
bright blue eyes, that eonld not but please. So the young 
girl was a general fevorite, loved aUke by rich and 
poor ; by the rich, admired for her amiability and artless- 
nesB ; by the poor, loved for the many bounties she b^- 
towed, for her benevolence, and indefatigablenesa iu 
answering and discovering their many necessities. 

So sweet Bessie Brown slept peacefully, and serenely, 
under her father's roof this stormy night, for loving hearts 
were around her, and many lips breathed blessings upon 
her young and devoted pathway. 
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SLEIGHING. 

" The bhow, the anaw, the aoecy mow, 

And the belJa so foH of gleal 

Brii« out the bay. nQd tHe a»PPle 8"^. 

And a »lelghli« gowimme. 

Then jii^e. Jingle, ]ii«. 1^* ^ fleigh-Deus 

As swiftly we SU^ »'*>'«■ . , , 

our boarta keap «me t« aie mecr? ohime 

Whl!a oar voices sweU the bc"" 



gHE mormng sun ustoed in a scene of rare 

i ''?hf Am of the pievions ewning tad ended 
=^ in a .entle rain, which, in ficcing, had given 

't^l^f Bessie nttcred-an exclamation of dehgh , ^ 
crystal gems chamber window, at an 

tl. tlr Ind ga4 r5 in, at a gh„ec, the e.qnisiteness 
earl, hour, ana g diamonds did the yaned 

"' *°_„T!L ,!^t„ricTiewel, shine, while the whole 



colors renBuic*j. '" ""-" j " 

srr»«" :£:...». ...-i— 
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sach choice beauties around the pathway of his erring 
cliildren ?'' 

Sweet child ! she little knew the blinding grasp with 
which Satan often clutch^ the hearts of his vietimal 
How should she realize the growing, rapidity with which 
unbelief was creeping over our country? She, whose 
heart was all ahve to the goodness and majesty of the 
Alioighty ? 

Eight o'clock came and the ice-gems still flashed upon 
the tree boughs, and glittered in brilliant forms, from the 
shrubs and fences, 

Thea lightfoot and Ky drew the large fe,mily sleigh, 
with its handsome soft robes, to the east door, and Bessie 
was aooa half bidden in their ample folds, and after being 
warmly tucked in by the side of her father, went gliding 
down the carriage path, to the open road without 

How the snow crisped under the flying feet of the swift 
steeds, as they dashed away, the sleigh-bells jingling mer- 
rily, and the gay laugh of its young occupant floating out 
upon the morning air. 

They were going to the depot for Minnie Morton. 

The cars were in, and had just moved on again, snuf&ng, 
and snorting, as they dashed away, speeding round a 
curve, and disappearing, in a breath, from sight and hearing. 

Standing on the platform was a tall, yet graceful young 
girl, her dark eyes sparkling with pleasure, as they met 
the blue ones that peeped from the rich ooveiings to greet 
her. 

Mr. Brown drove close to the platform, and bounding 
out, shook hands warmly with_ his young fiiend, then 
lifting Bessie to his side, the two girls joyfully embraced. 

"Bessie, I am so glad to see you! It is so long 
since I have looked upon your dear face I" exclaimed 
the new comer, 
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" oil, Minnie, I have thought so much of your visit 1 It 
is indeed delightful to meet again." 

So they chatted on, until the hors^ had. been turned 
faces homeward ; then they were soon smilingly stowed 
beneath the wrappings, the whip gave a warning cract, 
the sleigh-bells jingled, and away went the glad party, 
over the smooth crisping snow. 

" Oh I oh I how beautiiul I how like an enchanted 
dream of fairy-land 1" exclaimed Minnie, her eyes dancing 
with delight, as, leaving the depot, they sped into an open 
road through a thick grove of eveigreens, frosted on 
eveiy branch and twig with icy coatings, and long, pendent, 
glittering jewels. 

" Yes ! it is the very Spirit of the Beautiful, passing 
over earth. It should lead our thoiights to a scene of 
heavenly splendor above, to which this is a mere shadow 1" 
returned Mr. Brown. 

" I had no idea that the country was so beautiful in 
winter," again spoke Minnie, her eyes never leaving the 
frost ornaments, around. 

" You see very different diamonds from these in New 
York, Minnie," whispered 'Bessie ; " these are God's bril- 
liants 1 see how they sparkle in the sunlight." 

" Charming !" exclaimed Minnie ; " I hope this snow 
will last the whole week that I stay. SJeigh-riding is so 
invigorating, and I am quite worn out with parties, and 
such dissipations." 

" It will last quite a while I think. At all events we 
will improve it, while it is here ; so prepare for another 
ride this afternoon, but do not look for frcet jewels ; they 
are beginning to melt already." 

^hey were home almost too soon, but jumping lightly 
from the sleigh, Minnie was shown directly to Bessie's 
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lovely room, wliich sHe fondly hoped her friend would 
share with her. 

" There is another like it, across the hall, Minnie, you 
can have, if you prefer being alone ; but I would so much 
rather have you here," said Bessia 

" Then here it shall be, dear ; do you think I conld 
bear to be fi-om you one unnec^sary moment during my 
slay?. Beaidea, I am quite in love with this room; it is 
sunshine itself just like my petite companion. How tasty 
it aU looks," continued she; "what a beautiful carpet, 
with this delicate ground-work, and rose-bud pattern ; then 
those graceful lambrequins over the white shades, just the 
tint of the rose-buds, and the dotted mualin gathered so 
prettily behind the washstand to protect the paper, with 
its bows of ribbon, color to correspond, I think peculiarly 
adapted to this lovely bed-room furniture. But really 
every picture, of the many on the walls, are Scripture 
engravings ! I see, from that, that you are the same sweet 
little saint you used to ba" 

These words were uttered whde she removed her many 
wrappings, revealing more perfectly to view the queenly 
figure of the beautiful speaker. She was a lovely girl, of 
the same age as Bessia Her dark hair was gathered back 
into a waterfall, from which, a few soft curie drooped on 
one side ; her dark gipsy eyes were full of fire and witch- 
ery, while the handsome brunette complexion added a 
wonderfiil charm to the regular features. 

Minnie Morton was a beauty and a belle in Kew York- 
She had eome to Cedar Lawn, drawn by a true affection 
for her school friend, as well as for a week of rest fi-om 
city gaieties — the last reason strongly urged by her mother, 
who regretted to see her bright eyes dimmed, or her fair 
spirits jaded, by too much dissipation. While she loved the 
' of Bessie, she rather dreaded the Methodistical 
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notiona of the family, as she lightly termed the true piety 
of Mr. Brown and hie daughter. 

" I shall laugh at all religious thrusts, the moment they 
are commenced," resolved she: "I do wish sweet Bessie 
was not so ridiculously puritanical I She must return 
home with me and see something of gay life, and she will 
be sure to forget those set ways." 

The interval between dinner-time and the next ride, 
the two girls passed together, talking of school-days, and 
planning rides and amusements, to be accomplished 
during Minnie's short stay. They had such a store of 
things to commnnieate to each other, such an overflow of 
remembrances, and such a bright future to paint, that 
their tongues never tired, but fleW from one subject to 
another, with wonderful rapidity. 

Then came dinner, and afterward another charming ride. 

This time they went to the lake, to see the villagers on 
the ice. 

How swiftly the skatei^ glided over the smooth, trans- 
parent surface 1 Old and young seemed alike fascinated 
with the gleeful recreation. Mr, Brown halted a few mo- 
ments on the shore road, to allow his companions a good 
view of the merry picture. 

"Now, papa, please drive to the edge of yonder wood, 
where you see that little brown house I Mary Gaflney 
lives there, and as I have some clothes with me for her 
children, I will leave them, if you have no objectiona" 

" Very well, pet ; they will be welcome, I am sure, this 
cold day," replied her father, 

Mr. Brown drew up before the spot, as he spoke, and. 
the active girl sprang out, and taking a good sized parcel 
from the sieigh, she disappeared witiiin the small doorway 
of. the poverty-stricken aboda 

She tarried quite a while, Minnie thought, as she sat 
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with Mr. Brown out in the cold, waiting for her, and won- 
dered what it could be that detained her. At last she 
appeared with a happy smile playing around her hps. 

" Why, httle Dork, how pleased you look ! What 
occurred in that wretched place?" asked her Mend, 

" Oh, if you could haye seen those childrea's delight, 
Miimie, poor, ragged, and half naked as they were, you 
cotild easUy underetand what pleased me 1 It was dehght- 
iul to" see them warm and comfortahle, and to hew: their 
thauks. But what in the world did you call me ?" 

"Only the very appropriate name of Little Dorfcl 
Have you any more charitable calls to make?" 
- *' Yes, one I I made old Goody Smith some warm flan- 
nel undergarments, yesterday, to keep off the rheumatism. 
Papa, will you drive me there?" 

" Certainly, my daughter. I am glad you remember old 
Goody." 

"Little Dork seems to be the grand overseer of the 
poor 1" exclaimed Minnia " How much salary do^ she 
receive for her services?" 

" Oh, Mmnie dear, do not ridicule me for doing what 
raj conscience tells me is only my duty. Our Saviour 
left the poor with us, you know, charging us to watch 
over and help 'them, for he saith, ' As ye do it unto the 
least of these, ye do it unto ma' But Minnie, I do not 
like that name." 

" Not like the good old Bible name of Dorcas, which I 
for brevity call Dork ! Why, Bessie Brown. I thought 
you were a walking Old and New Testament, and yet you 
object to being called a namesake of good old Dorcas !" 
exclaimed the thoughtless girl, rolling her dark eyes as she 
Bpoke with affected sorrow. For shame. Little Dork, for 
shame !" 

There was the least little bit of a pout on Bessie's sweet 
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lips, as she looked reproachfully at the teasing girl, but it 
passed away cLuickly, as she lioiight how little Miimie 
reaJized the importance of the suhject of which she uow 
spoke so lightly. 

So this is the way it came about, that Minnie Mortou 
always called her &iend, Little Dork. 
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" Where'er Uwu «t, 
Blesdngs be shed upon Uiiue imaoet lieart^ 
Joy £tom kind looks^ blue fiklee, and floweiy sod, 
For that pure voice of thou^Ltnu vlBdom sent 
fortli trom Ui; cell, In BweetueBa doqaeut, 
01 love to men, and gneaidilDBB love toQodI" 

gHB paxlor at Cedar Iia-wn looked very warm 
1 and clieerful, with its bright fire in the grate, 
I and elegant comfortableness, that cold winter 
' evening. 

Minnie stood by the piano, turning over the sheets of 
music, that were piled thickly by its side, while Bessie sat 
in a small rocking-chair, bnsily gating at the brilliant 
fire-light 

" Come, Little Dork, play for me," exclaimed Minnie, 
" I must hear this march ; it looks as if it might be splen- 
did." 

" It is, splendid, Minnie, but I had rather not murder it. 
Let me play a waltz, instead I" 

" Play the waltz by all means, but then please let me 
hear the march." 

" If you insist, Minnie, I wiU ; but could you hear 
it once given by Cousin Paul, you would never wish 
another to attempt those strains," answered Bessie. 

" Why, dear, that is truly magnificent. Whose compo- 
sition is it ?" asked Minnie, as the last notes of the plain- 
tively exquisite piece died away. 
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" It was Cousin Paul's own composition, and never 
given to the public," retximed Bessie, musingly. 

" Cousin Paul again 1 He must be a trae genius, Little 
Dork, to breathe such soul-stirring melody I Tell me of 
him,'' returned her companion. 

" Paul Russell, Minnie, is a dear friend of papa's, and 
is one of God's noblest creatures ; as I have great reason to 
be much attached to him, I always call him Cousin Paul, 
although he is not a relative. He is one of the most 
lovely characters lever met; nohle in sentiment, brilliant 
in intellect, and last, though not least, of late 'years a 
devoted Christian. Dear Mr. Eusseil ! he is far from hia 
native land now, although I can scarcely tell in what part 
of England. He has visited our house annually ever 
since I can remember, when in this country. He has 
travelled much, and I can assure you, he is a most pol; 
jshed gentleman, and a rare conversationalist How often 
I remember with delight, his visits during my early child- 
hood, for some of its happiest moments were passed upon 
his knee, listening to the charming stories he used to weave 
for my benefit, for he was very fond of children, and 
possessed the rare art of instructing, as well as pleasing, 
his little fiiends. One story in particular, which he called 
" A Sigh fi'om a Bed of Moss," left a great impression on 
my mind, and in feet, I can never forget itu" 

The girls had left the piano by this time, and having 
drawn a small t^te-it-t6te sofe before the sparkling fire, now 
sat side by side, with hand clasped fondly in hand. 

" Tell me that story, darliag, please, before you proceed, 
for I have never recovered from a penchant for nursery- 
tales yet, even with seventeen years on my brow." 

" Cousin Paul's stories were different Irom those usually 
told to children, and were purely original. I will tell it 
in nearly his own irrards, for I distinctly remember them ; 
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but I cannot convey his tender charm of manner, nor can 
I imitate his beautiful and melodious voice, for in speak- 
ing te was remarkable for his sweetly modulated tones." 

PAUL'S 9T0EY. 

There was a noble, high mountain, that was covered 
with weeping willows and trembling aspens, while bright 
yellow buttercups and white and red clover were nodding 
in the tall grass. From the side of the mountain gushed 
a merry little rivulet, that went singing along, singing 
along, over the white pebbles to a broad river some miles 
below, while on the banks of this stream lay a beautiftil 
bed of dark green Moss, nestling away in the shade from 
the sunbeams, and a little way beyond it might he seen a 
gracefiil Eglantine, whose red petals were full of beauty, 
while every breath she drew was so laden with delicious 
perfume that the air around seemed bathed in roses, and 
as the wing of the Summer "Wind came softly down the 
mountaiii to fail the flowers and leaves, and to play with 
the airy ripples of the Rivulet, it used to stop kindly on 
its way to scatter some of this delightfuUyc rose-scented air 
over to the bed of Moss, because it knew that the flower 
of the Moss was not beautiful, and had no such delicate 
fragrance. The Moss did not appreciate this kindness of 
Summer Wind, for when she perceived how delicious and 
beautiful was her sister, a feehng of jealousy and discon- 
tent stole into her bosom, and so, day after day, she would 
sigh and look very sad and unhappy, 

" Sister," said Eglantine, one day, when, as Summer 
Wind was returning to her aide, after bearing an unusual 
quantity of rose-perfume to her ungrateful neighbor, she 
unconsciously brought back,, under her wing, a sad sigh, 
&3sh fixjm the bosom of the Moss ; " Sister, your sigh 
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hath floated into my heart. Why was it breatlied, and 
why was it so very sad?" 

There was no answer for some time, and then the low, 
moumfnl voice of the Moss rephed, coraplainingly : 

"Do you not think that you would sigh also, sweet Eglan- 
tine, were yoa compelled to change places with me, and, 
laying aside your rose-colored robes, that win so much 
admiration, and your perfumed breath, that mates the air 
so delicious, and that supplies the httle humming birds 
and the busy bees that are pa^ng, with nectar — do you 
not think you would be sad were you obhged to become 
an ugly piece of Moss, that no one admires, and that does 
not the least good in the world ?" The voice died away, 
and then another sigh, more mournful than the first, 
floated into the heart of Eglantine, which pained her so 
severely, that her petals began to droop with sorrow, and 
large tears came swelling fi^om her bosom. 

Now Summer Wind loved sweet Eglantine, and he 
could not see her weep, so he folded his win^ and flut- 
tered down broten-heartedly into the arms of the Eivulet ; 
and when the Eipples saw him in such despair, they all 
gathered around to ask the cause of bis grief; and when 
he had told them bow the discontented sigh of the Moss 
had entered the heart of poor Eglantine, and made her 
weep, low, sorrowful murmuriugs went around from one 
Hippie to another, and then ail began to moan amd sob 



Now it happened that a bright golden Sunbeam, which 
had left the blue sky to dance around this lovely spot a 
little while before, had heard the sigh of the Moss, and the 
question of Eglantine, and so had softly stepped upon one 
of the leaves of a- tall old tree near by, to see what was 
going on, and thus had become an unobserved listener to 
the conversation and its effects; and as the commotion 
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grew greater and greater she aSyajiced to the edge of At 
lea? and shaking her golden dress natil a thousand rays 
fell upon the mountain, the stream, and even the flowera 
nae spoJce, and every sound ceased at her word. 

"I have heard the complaimngs ot our young fnend 
and the sigh that has so nearly brelcen the heart of on^ 
beauiful Eglantine; and I also have marked the Borrow 
of her lover, the kind Summer Wind, and his friends, and 
I now come forward k, ten you I have comfort for all : 
but first let me bind up the wound of our suffering eom- 
pamon ; and daneiug down from the leaf to theSde of 
the droopmg flower, she threw a beautifiil beam into il» 
oup, and m a moment the lovely lady of the i^se kingdom 
ceased weeping, and became as beautiful and frag^nt as 
eva-. Then the Sunbeam ghded back to her ph«»on the 
leaf, and tummg her eyes to tie bed of Moss, she spoke in 
a low, sweet voice, these words of adviee and < 



ment 



Sister Moss, you said a few moment, since, fiat von 
were never admired, and had no way in wMcb to be 
useful; and ,8 you are laboring under a sad mistake, I 

telf you that a time M commg when it will be your turn 
to be admired, as well as to inform you bow you can be 
of great serviee to things areund you. Soon the lovely 
Eglantme^ now so beautiful, will be no more, for tie chil. 
dren of her race, ae she know, fldl well, are short-Hved, 
and after a Ittle time they all wither and die; then, one 

IJZ; 1 f t"? *^'"='*" S"™ l^wes will chLuge 
and Ml, and only tie beautifW Moss will be fomid to tellof 

tie sceuesof to-day; then, when thereisbutlitUeto delight 
the eye, every one will gaze with mpture at your bright 
^eu dress, peeimg out of the white snow. Then win you 
be admu,d m your turn, if you will only be patierS 
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that turn comes. But you can be useful too, Sister Mosa, 
if you will ; you can keep the little seeds of other plants 
warm during the cold winter, protecting them until the 
snow melts away, and the bright spring-time returns. 
Biit that is not all. You caji nourish the little insects that 
sometimes he on your bosom. You can be a soft pillow 
for the head of a weary traveller if one chances to pass 
by ; and you can help to line the nests of the wild-wood 
songsters, and thus keep theii" little ones warm. So you 
see, you can be of great service, and be loved and admired, 
too, Sister Moss." 

The Sunbeam ceased speaking then, and the Moss 
thanked her for her kind words, and after acknowledging 
her error, and begging to be forgiven, she looked bright 
add happy again, and showed her repentance was sincere, 
by going immediately to oifer the protection of her soft 
arms to a poor little insect who was pursued by a fiy ; and 
that very day she gave a choice tuft from her robe to a 
beautiful Oriole, and the grateful bird thanked her in a 
burst of music, as she placed it in a tree-top near by. 

Then the Sunbeam was filled with pleasure when she 
saw the Moss contented and happy, and marked how 
Summer Wind daily scattered the rose perfume over her 
green bed, as of old, for she knew it was her work ; and 
so day after day she gathered together her bright rays, 
and stealing softly to the same leaf on the tree, she threw 
them far and near over the spot ; but we always noticed 
that the brightest and softest, were sure to fall on the now 
beautiful bed of Moss. 

" Charming I charming ! It is one of the most exquis- 
ite morsels for a child I ever heard 1" exclaimed Minnie, 
her daik eyes dancing with pleasure. "But I am so de- 
lighted with Cousin Paul, you must certainly tell me more 
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COUSIN PAUL, (CONTINUEC.) 

"TUb enih bas ket its poner tcrdi9({ me downward, 

Ite Bpen iB gMie ; 
Uy courts le now r)gl>C upward and right onward 

To yonder throne." 

■^O yoTi ask for more itiformafion of my friend, 
Minnie; I feared I had wearied you in my 
I praises of him," remarked Bessie, in reply to 
Minnie's earnest desire for her to proceed, aa 
stated in onr last chapter. 

" itfot at all, Little Dork ! I am deeply interested. I 
need hardly ask, after listening to that thrilling March, if 
he is fond of music ?" 

" I had nearly replied that he is all miasic 1 One never 
tires TOhen be touches the piano, oi^an, or guitar, for he is 
master of these as well as of the flute. Sometimes, when I 
have hstened to his impromptu pieces, my inll soul could 
only relieve itself by tears, they were so touchingly sad, 
and beautiful Poor Cousin Pani !" 

"Why call him poor?" asked Minnie, with deep at- 
tention. 

" I scarcely can tell why, Minnie, hut we always pitied 
him ! There ever seemed a peculiar sadness about Mr. 
Eussell, that whispered of some -deep trouble — some heart 
secret that was full of sorrow ; yet while this strange toel- 
ancboly hung around him, he was the most fascinating of 
companiona" 
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" Little Dork, pardon me for the queation I am about 
to pul^ but is not Mr. Bussell somettiing dearer to jou 
than a mere friend ?" asked Minnie, quizzingly. 

"Why, Minnie Morton, what a ridiouious thought 1" 
replied Bessie, drawing ilp her little figure to its full 
height, and openii^ wide her blue eyes, in amazement 
" Cousin Paul is old enough to be my father; why, child, 
he is full thirty-five ! Besides, papa and my dear mamma 
always supposed there was. some early love affair, that has 
blighted his whole Ufe, and thus prevented his marrying." 

" Have you any clue to that heart-history, dear?" asked 
Minnie, again becoming serioua 

" We know but littla He was, I have been told, a 
very wild and gay young man ; not dissipated, but 
thoughtless, and a sad flirt Still, he was a general favor- 
ita About seven years since, however, he came to visit 
papi^ anA. seemed, during his entire stay, to be almost 
entirely beside Mmself with deep despair, wherefore we 
could never learn ; then suddenly he bade us :ferewell and 
sailed for Europe, seemingly crushed and heart-broken. 
About a year after, he returned, telling my father he had 
come to know what was to be his future fate, and whether he 
remained, or went abroad again, would be decided by tlie 
nature of a letter be shortly expected. I was only eleven 
years old when that letter came, but I can never forget the 
scene that followed. 

" Consin Paul was sitting by the fire in the front parlor ; 
(we lived in Eoehester then ;) he had been nervous and 
excited for several days, but particularly so this day. 
Mamma had sent a messenger to the Post-office, and 
receiving a neat letter, addressed in a female hand, to 
Paul Eussell, she entered and handed it to him, A 
deadly pallor stole over his face as he glanced at the 
writing, then turning away from us, he opened and read 
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it ; a moment after, we saw him fall to the floor with th( 
fatal letter clutched in his lifeless hand. Mamma, seeing 
that he bad fainted, sprang to his aide, and dispatchiug mt 
in haste after my fatherj sat supporting him when we 
entered. With papa's assistance he soon recovered hia 
consciousness, but he afterwards went into a long fever, 
and lay, ill many weeks. Some of the time, when his fever 
was very high, he would cry in his delirium, 'Oh! my 
lost love I Oh ! my lost love 1' Mamma was hia devoted 
nurse through all that period of suspense and trial, while 
papa labored to cheer and comfort the aflicted ona Oh ! 
how they both prayed that he might cast all his care on 
Jesus, and obtain from Him ' that peace which the world 
cannot give.' He seemed very thoughtful. As soon as 
he was sufficiently recovered, he again left his native land, 
to remain, he said, perhaps forever. He wrote often, and 
about three years after he left us, came the joyM news that 
he had found his SavioTir, and was now happy in the love of 
Christ. Then came most beautiful and touching letters to 
me, appeals that a heart of stone could not resist, to come 
to Jesus. 

'"Dear little Bessie,' -he wrote, ' will you not think of 
these things now, in yoiir early youth, when all is bright 
and beautifol before ydti — before sin rusts and corrodes 
your soul? Do not wait, my child, until sorrow forces 
you to throw yourself before the Cross ; do not wait to be 
goaded thither, by trials and bitter chastenings, but come 
while the roses of youth blossom, while special promises 
cheer you on,' 

" ' Oome, whila the morning of tty life is glowing — 
Ere the dim phautom, thou art ehai^g dia — 
Sre the gay spell, which eitfth is loand thee throwing 
PEidee like the crimson from a sanset ek;. 
Idfe is but shadow, save a promise given , 
That lights the fiiture with a &deleas my. 
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(kttas,_taosAi. the soeptre, win a hope in Heaven 
Oome, turn Qrj spirit from this world ewaj. 



'Then will the shadows of this brief e: 
Seem aiiy nothings to thine ardent bouI ; 
And shining brightly in the forward distanoa 
Will, of the patient race, appeal the goal — 
Home of the weary, where, in peace reposii^. 
The spirit lingers in nnclouded bliss. 
Though o'er the dust the curtoined grave is closing. 
Who wonld not early choose a lot like this ?' 

Will you not seek this joy, sweet Bessie? Wilt you 
not early come to tlie Saviour?' 

" Such were the pleading letters I constantly received 
from my faithful friend, until I could not stiSe the still 
small voice within, that kept urging the same dear 
cause. As day after day passed, and those earnest 
appeals kept presenting themselves, my soul became fiilly 
aroused to its need of pardon through a Saviour's atoning 
blood. I felt my deep sinfulness by nature, my inability 
to relieve the horrors of my situation by good works, and 
I wrote to Cousin Paul a true statement of m.y feelings 
and desires. I told him that I longed to be a ChristiaD, 
yet knew not what I must do to be saved. Never shall I 
forget his devoted labor in pointing me to the Cross as the 
refuge for my sin-sick soul— to the dying ' Lamb of God, 
who taketh away the sins of the world,' as my only ark 
of safety. 

"At last the hour came, when I could elaiin my 
precions Saviour as my ovm Bedeemer, and friend. A 
light seemed to beam into my darkened spirit, a sweet 
peac« pervaded my whole heart, and laying ray burden of 
sin at the foot of the Cross, I cried, ' Lord, I believe ; help 
thon mine unbelie£' 

"So you see, Minnie, I have every reason-to reverence 
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and love the one who first spoke to me of eternal things, 
dear Cousin Paul." 

A deep sigh waa the onlj reply Bessie received, as she 
concluded her story ; aad turning quickly to her compan- 
ion, she was surprised to find that her cheeks were wet 
with tears; hut hefore she could speak, Minnie roao 
hastily, and approaching the piano, ran her fingers 
abstractedly oyer the keys. 

The heart of the gay Minnie Morton had been deeply 
touched at the truthful story of Paul Eussell, and the 
conversion of one most fondly loved. 

A prayer floated from Bessie's loving heart, and flut> 
tered to the Mercy Seat, as she saw those tears, and the 
burden of the petition was, 

" Grod save my friend." 
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Id my spirit tbsi the Lord Is 



gT was the holy Sabbath day, and the church bella 
' were ringing to call worshippers to the house 
, of God. 

The air was keen and cold, as Mr. Brown's 
sleigh glided along, and the cheeks of its young occupanta 
were q^uite rosy with the frosted air. 

The Church which fhey were approaeluBg, was a neat, 
white edifice, standing quite back from the main street, 
and surrounded by a large enclosure, beautifully green in 
summer, but at this time covered with snow, with the 
exception of a well shovelled path*ay to the building. 
As they drove up, Minnie noticed that the porcli was filled 
with loungers viewing each ftesh arriviil and waiting for 
the services to Commence before passing hastily, but I 
cannot say noiselessly, to their respective places. There 
was a platform at the end of this church-yUrd, where Mr. 
Brown stopped to allow . the ladies to alight, and after 
handing them out, he drove to %. long row of sheds where 
stalls were provided to shelter the horses, and driving in, 
he securely fastened the noble animals, then covering them 
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with blankels, and tlrowing some food before them, he 
left them comfortable, whSe he proceeded to join his 
family. 

Mmnie's ejes had noticed all these moTements She 

also had marked the groups that pressed around the 

stoves, crowding there, whispering and langhing, with 

snch a want of reverence for the time and place, that 

although thonghtlesi and gaj, it quite shocked her ideas 

of propriety. 

She had never before been in a country church ! 

Soon a while-haired clergyman entsred, and ascended 

the pulpit stairs, when, as if this were a signal, a melodeon 

was touched by, it mnst be confessed, not very scientido 

ingers, and Mmnie, who had a correct ear, and cultivated 

tasle for music, sent a roguish glance towards Bessie but 

was surprised to see the subdued and quiet look upon her 

peaceful features, and the holy light that lingered in her 

deep blue eyes 

Old Mr. Barnard's sermon was a good gospel discourse 
from the text — 

"Baieve on the Lord Jeans Christ, and ye shall be 
saved" 

He gave a true explanation of these words There was 
no attempt at display, no flowery style, nor iashionable 
dehvery; it was merely a phim sermon, well calculated to 
feed &e hearts of those before him. 

To Bessie every woid was very precious, and she fell, 
whBe those aged lips pleaded so earnestly tie cause of her 
dear Redeemer, that the message must surely be blest, to 
the salvation of many souls, and the thought kept creeping 
into her heart — 

"Will not Minnie listen now 1 Can she resist so unpor- 
tant a truth ?" 
What was her surprise, then, when, upon once mora 
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entering their chamber, she encountered her friend'a 
unrestrained ridicule of the whole scene, &om the people 
to the choir, from the choir to the pulpit 1 

" Now do tell me. Little Dork, what instrument is used 
in your grand cathedral ?" she asked, mockingly. 

' ' Why, Minnie, a melodeon, of course, and Harry Smith 
plays it very well, I think, for a person posseted of soa 



" You astonish me. I thought it was a hurdy-gurdy," 
replied the saucy girl, with mock solemnity. " Then the 
singing was really ama^ng! Allow me to imitate it, in 
order to remind you of those mellow cadences." Then 
Minnie sang in the most ridicaloua manner a verse of the 
hymn that had formed part of the services that morning. 
The take-off was complete, and in spite of her utmost 
endeavors Bessie could not repress her smiles as she 
listened to the well imitated nasal twang, and dragging 
notes. 

" Oh, you did not tell me how loi^ it has been since 
,yonr chorister commenced taking snuff?" again exclaimed 
Minnie, with a solemn fece. 

"Snuff? Why, Minnie, you are entirely mistaken; 
Mr. Cai-Iton never took a pinch in his life 1" 

" Tou do surprise me again ! I imagined aU the morn- 
ing that T smelt the fr^rant Maeaboy ; and when his voice 
sounded so melodiously on my ear, I was certain that it 
owed ita peculiar sweetness to some mysterious snuff-box ; 
and say, Be^e, did you notice that old woman behind us, 
offer me some meetin seed ?" 

" Oh, Minnie, how ridiculous 1 But surely you liked old 
Mr. Barnard?" remarked Bessie, seeking to chaise the 
subject 

"Mr. Barnard, did you call for him? Little Dork, ho 
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standa htiore you 1" replied tlie gay girl, o 
a drawer near by, irom whicli she took a large old-fashioned 
pair of spectacles, and placing them upon her no_se, slie 
stood peering through them with her bright black eyes, 
then bowing demnrely, she opened a Bible and com- 
menced reading, in well mimicked tones, the twenty-third 
Paalm. 

Ee^e was really grieved, for she loved her good old 
pastor, and with tears in her eyes, she begged her friend 
to cease. 

" Now, Little Dork, do not be angry, and I will be just 
as good as it is possible for such a madcap to be. One 
thing, however, I am determined upon ; which is, that you 
are going home with me. I must show you what true 
worship is, and our city pastor's eloquence I know would 
delight you. Aunt Eefoecea, one of the most godly 
people you ever met, hangs with rapture on his words." 

" Aunt Ilebecca, who is that, darling ? I never heard of 
her before," returned Eessia 

" K I have not spoken of her, it is not for lack of affecr 
tion. She is my &ther'a youngest sister ; a most charm- 
ing woman, only thirty-two years of age, and a widow, 
liittle Dork, you must return with me, if only to become 
acquainted with this darhng aunt of mine ; you would 
love each other immediately, for you are both so good and 
pious," 

" Does she live with you?" 

"Yea; but she spends her time mostly in her. own 
room. She is very wealthy, very benevolent, very relig- 
ious, and remarkably beautiful ; yet, strange to say, she 
lives in perfect seclusion, never mingling in the least 
society, and while gifted with rare accomplishments, she 
jeserves them for the sole benefit of our household. 
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Trnly, Bessie, you will wonder at the peacefiilness and 
purity in her every word an& look, while Ler very. pres- 
ence bjings an air of religious consecration." 

"I would love to meet her," said Bessie, "How long 
Las she been a widow?" 

" It is just seven years since Mr.. Douglass died. She 
still wears the deepest mourning, and her eyes fill with tears, 
at but a casual mention of his name. You would be 
surprised to see her splendid beauty, her queenly form, 
and dignified appearance, for it always excites attention. 
I acknowledge that Aunt Rebecca, in her seclusion, is a 
perfect enigma to me. I go to her with all my troubles, 
for hers is ever a ready sympathy, I prize her advice in 
all my every-day affairs, for she is ever impartial and 
kind; but her calm eye always checks my levity, and her 
mild reproof never fails to stop ail love- for mischievous 
cenaoriousness in her presence, J think, had she been 
here a little while since, when I so unkindly ridiculed 
your good old pastor, she would have given one look 
firom her splendid eyes that would have made me" heartily 
ashamed ; and to tell the tmth, Little Dork, the tears I 
spied in yoTir blue eyes, have done that already, so you 
will forgive and forget, won't you, darling?" added the 
affectionate girL 

" Yes, indeed, Minnie, I knew you were jesting ; but 
cannot you drop that name you have given me?" 

" Drop that appropriate, Scriptural appellation ? You 
dear, charming, unreasonable Little Dork— no, never !' 
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LITTLE LIZA. 

Iionely and mournful bcooib caoli once loTed roiini ; 
Wltbont my lisbe, ihey ecari^elf eoem like home. 
Without my child, each weofsa lo^^ofglooml 
Thsre ia ao comer uesr, no spot I see. 
Bat whiepeTH nadly, HUeoHy, lo ms 

Of one csreBflBa, now gona 

1 dining-room at Cedar Lawn was large and 
1 unusually cheerful. 

It looked especially bright the next morning, 
when Minnie entered, and seated herself at the 
breatfest table ; the morning sun crept in so cheerily, and 
the weU pUed coals upon the grate, threw out such a vivid 
and sparkling glow. Then the table feirly groaned with 
its good cheer 1 Such fragrant coffee, such luscious bnck- 
■wheats, and such fresh, sweet ham, were truly inviting, 
while the omelette could not be siUTpasaed. Wo blueMon- 
dayism was visible in the loving group that surrounded 
that table, for every one beamed with wit and humor, 
Minnie looked brilliant and beautiful in a rich crimson 
mornii^ robe, with a simple white linen collar, pinned at 
the throat, with a small brooch, composed, of a single 
ruby, surrounded by pearls. Her dark eyes assumed a 
thoughtful expression, as she seemed studying the merits 
of the pure Java she was sipping, after a round of salliea 
and repartee had kept them in a m^rry mood for some 
time, then turning wistftilly to Mr. Brown, she asked ; 
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" Would you object to parting ■with lie^e for a couple 
of weeks, Mr. Brown?" 

" That depends entirely upon the circumstances of the 
case, Jttj dear. If I thought the saerifiee of lier company 
would conduce to her pleasure and profit, I think I could 
allow her leave of abseuca" 

'• Oh, how delighted I am to hear you say so, dear Mr. 
Brown, for I can soon show you that a few weeks spent 
in New York, would give her gi'eat pleasure, and surely 
seeing a little of the world, must profit Can I then obtain 
your permission to have her accompany me home ?" 

" What says my daughter ?" asked Mr. Brown, glancing 
inquiringly at the eager countenance of his child." 

" Oh I dear, kind papa, if I only might go 1" exclaimed 
she, with earnest animation. 

" Well, take her with you, Minnie ; but you must not 
keep her too long, aa the time wiU hang heavily, with na 
Bessie to greet me." 

" Papa ! I had forgotten your loneliness 1 It would be 
selfiah to leave you," returned the daughter, half sadly. 

" Not at all, my darling. Bather say it would be selfish 
for me to deprive you of so much pleasura Besides, I can 
invite some Mend to visit me, and thus a couple of weeks 
would soon roll away. Go, by aU means, if you wish to, 
my daughter," 

So it was decided that Bessie should return witli hex 
firiend. 

"Little Dork," exclaimed Minnie, about. three boura 
later, as she stood -beside the parlor window; " you are 
about receiving company. A very stylish lady and gen- 
tleman have driven to the door." As she spoke, the two 
left the light pleasure sleigh, while a„ colored servant took 
charge of the establishment, sh they^Bcended tbe stepa. 
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" It ia Mrs. Landon and her brotlier, diaries Penry, 
exclaimed Bessie, catching a glimpse of the new comer 
before the door opened. 

Minnie enjoyed the visit of Bessie's friends exceedingly 
for she found them pleasant and highly cultivated. Mrs 
Landon was the wife of a gentleman, who, being lihi 
possessor of a large fortune, had fonnd a home, about twi 
years before, in the neighboring villaga She was ai 
intelligent, warm-hearted and interesting woman, and was 
one of Bessie's firmest friends. Her brother resided io 
New York, being a partner in a wealthy and enei^etic 
firm. In person he was tall, and finely moulded, yet he 
couJd not be called handsome. However, his laughing 
blue eyes, were full of power in their kindly glances, and 
his white teeth, fair complexion, and soft, wavy, brown 
hair, formed many good looks, if not absolute beauty. 

Minnie being a stranger, and from the same city, caused 
a mutual fund of conversation, and while Mrs. Landon 
was occupied giving Bessie a long account of a fair, in 
which she bad been very active and interested, the young 
man had quite won Minnie's admiration by his polite 
endeavors to entertain and amuse her. 

Thus an hour passed pleasantly, when Mrs. Landon 
arose to leave, and in bidding them adieu, she urgently 
invited them to pass the following Wednesday with her. 
The invitation being cordially accepted and their conipany 
promised for an early hour, the visitors again entered 
their sleigh and departed. 

" How did you like my friends, Minnie ?" asked Bessie, 
as they re-entered. 

" Mrs. Landon was charming ; and as for the brother, I 
bad no idea that Spotadale could produce so elegant and 
polished a gentleman!" 
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" Nor has it I Mr. Percy merely visits our village occa- 
sionally, and never was a resident. Then you are pleased 
with him ?" 

"Yes, exceedingly! How long have yon been ac- 
quainted ?" 

"About two years. We all hail his coming with real 
pleasure; as he is a general favoiita You will enjoy a 
day at Mrs. Tjaudon's, I know, as she is agreeable in her 
own home, and makes her friends feel so at ease, Charles 
Percy will also do all in his power to interest and entertain." 

" I"do not doubt it, dear. I am half in love with him 
already I" 

The nest Wednesday found Bessie and her friend at 
Mra Landon'a hospitable mansion, and that lady enacting 
the agreeable hostess to the full extent of the word After 
haying spent an hour with their needlework, atnid merry 
jests and brilliant flashes of anecdote and gay badinage, 
Charles Percy declared "needlework a nuisance," and 
"sitting still, an intolerable bore;" so unmercifully seizing 
all implements of needle warfare, and placing them under 
lock and key, he proposed showing Minnie some fine 
paintings Mr. Landon had brought with Mm from Italy, 
while there some years before, 

Following to a room across the hall, which was devoted 
expressly to paintings and statuary, our young friends 
were soon engaged in an examination of the beauties 
spread so lavishly around. Passing with delight from one 
to another, they were exceedingly pleased with the descrip- 
tions Mrs, Landon gave of scenes with which she was 
perfectly familiar, her own childhood having been passed 
in some of the spota so beautifully portrayed by tiie ar- 
tist's pencU. 

After lingering with enthusiasm around a charming 
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picture of a pure Italian Bunset scene, Bessie uttgred an 
exekmation of deligtit aa, upon tuming a litHe to her left, 
she saw, for the first time, the most exquisite painting of a 
little girl about three years of age, whose large brown eyes 
seemed- gazing into hers with a blending of chddlike 
beauty and simplicity unsurpassed by anything she ever 
saw upon canvas. There seemed to be living pulsation 
in the life-like flesh, almost the power of speech in the 
rosy velvet lips just parted in a loving smile, whUe the 
sunny hair, of a light brown, curled in tiny rin^ from a 
forehead of purest smoothness and beauty. 

Both Bessie and Minnie were enraptured with the pic- 
ture, supposing, of course, that it was a fancy piece, as it 
seemed far too beautiful to have ever had an origuial. 

While expatiating upon the exquisite beauty of the 
iaee, Minnie was struck by the silence of Mrs. Landon and 
her brother, while raising her eyes inquiringly to Mr. 
Percy, she saw him motion to them to come away ; at the 
same time he turned a warning look towards his sister. 

Both girls saw the motion, and glancing at Mrs. Landon, 
cquld not account for the ■ change in her speaking conn- 



She stoojj with one hand grasping the back of a chair 
for support, the other pressed close against her heart. 

Her lips, pale as ashes, were wreathed with a woe that 
could not be described, while her dark eyes were riveted 
upon the little face, with a yearning, yet unutterable 
agony. 

-"Kd you observe, Miss Be^ie, this Highland Scene? 
it is well worth your examination," exclaimed young Percy, 
endeavoring to draw the party fi-om the unfortunate pic- 
ture, and to arouse the attention of his sister. 

Bessie and Minnie turned to the Scottish Scene, but 
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Mrs. Landon did not notice the movement, as she still gazed 
with that speechl^s woe upon the gloriously beautifiil 
child. 

" Sister," said the young man, approaching her gently, 
and passing his arm around ler as he spoke, " Sister, will 
you come to the parlor, now ? you are weary and can rest 
thera" 

" Best! did you speak of rest for my poor heart? No ! 
Charles, no I Oh, Liza, Liza I my lUy bud, my darling I" 

Her eyes i^ever moved from the infantile face as she 
spoke, but large drops of agonized perspiration gathered 
upon her brow, while her frame trembled with her great 
agitation. 

Seeing no other way to divert her gaze from the picture, 
Percy seized a green covering, that lay unperceived upon 
the floor, and throwing it over the frame, thus hiding it 
from sight, he turned again to his sister, and taking one 
hand in his, he passed. his arm around her, and thus 
gently drew her towards the door. 

"Oh, Charles, Charles I so have they hidden my dar- 
ling !" half shrieked the poor woman in tones of agony, aa 
they left the room, while her head saak to his shoulder, 
and a burst of tears came to her relief 

" Tes, Beatrice, sister, I know ! but for my sake try and 
be calm. Lie down a Httle while, now dear, and then you 
will feel better." 

They disappeared from sight, as he thus spoke, leaving 
the two girls in intense amazement at the unexpected 
scene 

"How singular that such a beautiful face should affect 
her thus I" said Minnie. " Can there be a story connected 
with her life, of which you are ignorant?" 

"There mustbe^ IthiukI" returned Bessie, " butlnever 
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heard of any mystery. I have known her a long time, hare 
often been in this room, but I never noticed that picture 
), as it has always been covered as Mr. Percy h^ ar- 
i it now. The curtain must have ■follen accidentally, 
I think. But hush, here comes Mr. Percy," 

As Bessie ceased speaking, the youi^ man entrap the 
room. He was extremely pale, while his fine expressive 
eyes were full of sorrowful emotiona, 

"You will excuse my sister for a while, I hope," re- 
marked he ; " it is very necessary that she is perfectly quiet 
nntil she regains her composure, after this unfortunate oc- 
currence. It is strange how that covering ■ could have 
dropped Jrom' its place," added he ; "I must secure it more 
perfectly, to prevent a repetition of -this sad scencj as it al- 
ways affects my poor sister thus, at suddenly seeing that 
precious little face." Thus speaking, Percy advanced to 
the picture, and tenderly raising the cover, before fastening 
it more securely, he again allowed the. young girls another 
gaze into the speaking eyes, and upon the beautiful face 
beneath. 

" Would it be intruding upon private emotions to ask 
why so perfect a iaee should agitate her thus?" asked Min- 
nie, timidly. 

" Not at all. That dear little creature is my sister's only 
ehUd, snatched from her imder peculiarly distressing cif- 
oun^tances. Allow me to arrange the covering properly, 
and I win then relate to you the sorrowiill story that has 
darkened her life forever." 

The picture was effectually concealed ; the door of the gal- 
lery was closed, and the girls again entered the parlor, and 
became attentive listenera to the following tale : 

"My sister Beatrice and myself, were children of an 
English father and an Italian mother. We were both bom 
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in London, wbere we resided until my sister was sixteen, 
and I fourteen, when my father's business compelled him 
to remove to New York. There I was further educated, 
and there we have since resided. Ahout two yeara after 
our settlement in this country, Beatrice married Mr. Eob- 
ert Landon, a gentleman with whom she had become ac- 
quainted during a few months spent at the Clarendon Ho- 
tel, New York, and for the two succeeding yeara no hap- 
pier woman could be found. 

" When little Liza was bom, her whole spirit seemed im- 
bued with delight. I never saw so fond a mother, nor did 
I ever see so beautiful a child ; from ite very birth it 
seemed to be the one joy of my sister's life. Her love for 
her treasure amounted almost to a passion, and the little 
one seemed only in perfect content when in her mother's 
presenea 

" It seemed as if a foreboding of the sad future had even 
then reached the spirit of both parent and child. 

" The confinement of such UDwearied maternal watchings 
was very prostrating to the delicate frame of Beatrice, for 
her health suddenly failed. To such a state was she re- 
diieed, that the only hope of her recovery lay in a voy^e, 
and more genial climata Having relatives in Italy that 
my mother longed to see, she accompanied my sister with 
her husband and child to that distant spot 

"At the time they sailed, the little girl was three years 
old, and her beauty was the theme of every person that be- 
held her. 

" Poor little Liza ! 

" Arrived at Florence, they repaired to the extensive villa 
of Signor Bertram Pompelli, my mother's youngest brother. 
After several months of visiting from this charming place, 
Mr. Landon bade his femily farewell, leaving them -for a 
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i tour under tlie safe protectioa of my uacle and 
his wifa Poor fellow 1 he httle thought that one at least 
of his beloved ones, would never more gladden his yearn- 
ing heart. 

" Beatrice had quite recovered her wonted health and en- 
ergy, while little Liza was fast developing, not only in 
beauty, but in intelligence and genius. At that early age, 
a rare gift and passion for music was discovered, and she 
would catch the air of really difficult pieces, and warble 
them in baby accents around the houaa 

" ' Sing papa a pretty song before he goes,' said Mr. 
Landon, catching his beaulifal ' Lily-bud ' — a pet name 
Beatrice often called her — in his arms, and tossing her gaily 
in the air. 

" The little one glided softly down, and standing by his 
side, her white hands folded on hef breast, her brown eyes 
fastened upon his in loving glances, she sang a beautiful 
Italian song she had lately learned — sang it, too, sweetly 
in that language, but in lisping baby tona 

" Poor Landon will never forget his baby or her song. 

" One morning, about a week after the father left, Belle, 
the nurse, who accompanied them from New York, and was 
supposed to be perfectly trusty, asked permission to take 
Liza for a short walk, to be gone, as she said, a very little 
while. Beatrice was suffering with a sick headache, and had 
just fallen asleep; therefore, without awaking her, the 
grandmother gave the desired assent, and in a few moments 
they were out of sight ; while, with the child's loving kiss 
still upon. her Hp, my mother returned to her sewing and 
watch by the side of my sister, who suffered eseeeding in 
those attacks. 

"So an hour fiew by. 
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" ' Where ia Liza?' asked Beatrice, opening her eyes sud- 
Eenly, as ste awote with a start 

" ' Horrible ! wliat a dream I have had ; I am so glad it ia 
fcut a dream 1' 

" ' She will be here presently [' repUed • my mother. 
* The morning was so inviting, Belle took her a short walk, 
ft ia time they return now.' 

" ' I am sorry she went I saw her in my sleep in such 
[fearfal danger. Oh, if any evil should come to my dar- 
Qing 1 Look out, mother dear, and see if they are return- 
ing.' 

"My mother examined the, street fix)m each window, but 
no nurse and child could be seen. 

" So another hour went by. 

" The time for dinner came, and sti]l no Liza ! 

" Pour o'clock. Five o'clock. Six o'clock 1 Oh God, 
how cart I tell <rf the agonized suspense of my poor mother 
and sister, as their, bursting hearts cried still, 'N^o Liza.' 

"Miss Minnie, that same horror still remains upon the 
heart of my dear sister, for ftom that hour to this, the same 
call is upon her lips in vain : ' Liza ! Liza ! my Lily-bud, 
my darling.' Deai- Utile Liza was never heard from 
mora" 

" Horrible I" exclaimed both the young girls, as the tears 
of sympathy rolled down their cheeks. " What could have 
become of her? Did you never hear from the nurse 
either ?" 

"All the clue that could be obtained as to the fet« of 
the poor nurse girl was this : It was known that Belle 
had an Italian lover, a desperate-looking fellow, while lit- 
tle was know of his character, or place of residence. That 
day it was ascertained that a young man and woman, with 
a child answering to the description of our losi darling, 
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were seen in a small boat sailing on the Amo, It was 
supposed that she met the man while ont, and was invited 
by him to sail, aa the day was fina They never returned 
with the boat, and after a long search the body of the poor 
girl was found in the river, but cruelly, shamefully mur- 
dered, aa three dreadful stabs bore witness. But though dili- 
gent efforts were made, and large rewards offered, the chUd 
was never heard from, nor could any clue be found as to 
the whereabouts of the man. There is little doubt, how- 
ever, that the httle one was murdered also, although Beat- 
rice still declares she is alive, suflering, and tormented. 
My sister for one year was entirely bereft of reason after 
this dreadful stroka She paced the floor night and day, 
shrieking for her child. She tore her hair, and bit her lips 
in her frenzy. She could neither eat nor sleep, and her 
wailing cries for 'Liza, Liza,' were harrowing to hear. 
We bad every reason to fear that she was hopelessly in- 
sane for lifa But after every search had been made, and 
all that could be done for her recovery had been attended 
to, Mr. Landon left the scene of his dreadful loss, and 
brought his stricken wife homa She finally recovered, 
and now, aa four years have flown by since that sad day, she 
seems well, although even yet a casual reference to her 
darling, a sttddeu lifting of the screen from the child's 
portrait, produces those fearful excitements, and for days 
after, we fear a return of her former diseasa J'or this 
reason Mr. Landon has not allowed the disappearance of 
his child to be known in this place, to which he removed 
two years since, that he might have perfect quiet and 
peace for Beatrica Please, then, do not mention the cir- 
cumstance of to-day to any of the gossip-loving inhabitants 
of Spotsdale." 

" We surely will not," exclaimed both girls at onca 
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"Dear Mra Landon, no wonder she grieves 1 The un- 
liertainty of her fiite is even more terrible than her actual 
lieath would have been !" added Minnie, tears filling her 
Dyes again as she spoke. 

" Much more 1" returned the young man with a grateful 
loot, for the deep sympathy expressed by the lovely girL 

"But I have saddened you both by my story, and I 
must plan something to banish those tears. Shall we 
bave a skate after dinner? there is an excellent skaiinf^ 
pond near by, and the ice is in fine condition." 

The invitation was accepted, and as soon as dinner should 
be dispatched they proposed to set forth. 

Mrs. Landon djd .not reappear until a few moments be- 
fore dinner, and then the grief upon her countenance 
caused the poor girl to shudder. She appeared so different 
from herself, so absent minded, and so full of nervous fears, 
that all saw that she was exerting every nerve, to seem at 
all composed. 

The skating artangement was certainly ad for the best, 
as it allowed the stricken woman relief from their further 
entertainment, and both girls were delighted that it had 
been proposed for her sake. 

Thdr skates had been sent for While they were at din- 
ner, and in a short time they were upon the lea 

They had a splendid time there, and after a long after- 
noon of the gay sport, Percy escorted them home ; but not 
until the arrai^ement had been made, that they should 
have his protection to "New York, as he thought of leaving, 
on the following Friday, the day Minnie had promised her 
parents should find her "homeward bound." 
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<• 7^ iray is darb, m; Fathral Cload <a3 cloud 
le gaSisilDg thlcU; o'or m; bead, and kind, 
Tbe thandeiB roar above me. See, I stand 
LJ^e one bewildered I Fatber, take mj hand, 

Andfrgm tlia night 

Leadnp to light 
Thy dillil." 

ISOM, bring me the black pony at sis ; I must go 
to — — ■ and back to-night" 
So spake an American gentleman, standing 
on tke steps of a French hotel, to a colored 
boy in attendance 

" Surely, Mr. Enssell, yon will not ride over ^t unfre- 
quented and dangerous road so late ? The sun sank some 
time since, and it will soon be dark," exclaimed an elderly 
gentleman near. 

" I care not for danger, as I fear none ; and for the 
darkness, it may as well be without as within I" was the 
gloomy response. 

" I am sorry if your mind is in such a dismal condition, 
my friend, but certainly, it will not improve it to have a 
collision with the banditti mat infest that region, waylay- 
ing travellers, and committing deeds of guilt and rapine 
every chance that offers. Surely you have heard of the 
occuxrencea that have transpired so often on that highway ; 
then why go there, uolesa urgent business calla ?" again 
remarked the second speaker. 
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" I must ride, Mr. GoIwelL I have passed a wretehed 
day, and now need recreation of some Mnd. Nothing 
restores tranquillity to a harassed spirit, like a gallop ovei 
hill and dale, a fearless race on a noble steed I must go, 
but if danger lurks around I will be prepared ; I will take 
my revolver and thus face the foe," So saying, the young 
man re-entered the hotel, reappearing, as the groom led a 
splendid coal-black horse to the door. Vaulting grace- 
fully into the saddle, and nodding a grave adieu , to his 
friend, Paul Rusaell dashed away, and as he rode along, 
now swift, now slow, now up a gentle hill, now over a 
level plain, we will pause a few moments to describe him, 
as, being the hero of oui tale, he needs more than a casual 
glance, and then we will proceed to explain the period in 
which we again introduce him. He has slackened his 
first half reckless speed, and as the graceftil animal falls 
into a nimble trot, we have a good view of the fine form 
of the rider. He was quite tall, while the fully developed 
chest, the gracefully moulded frame, were unsurpassed 
in nobility and eleganca His hair was a jet black, 
slightly inclined to curl, while a splendid full beard of 
the same shade, to which a razor was rarely applied, with 
a finely shaped moustache, added much to his manly and 
attractive appearance But ihe chief charm of his face lay 
in the expressive midnight eyes, fiinged with long, dark 
lashes, that seemed to penetrate your every thought, al- 
though a sadness lingered in each look^ that whispered of 
sorrow and of care. His teeth were even, and pearly 
white, bis lips red, and shaped with much beauty and gen- 
tleness; around whose graceful curves a sraiLe rarely flut- 
tered, although the beholder would be instantly captivated 
by its peculiar sweetness, when one did by chance appear. 

We have taken a writer's privilege of going backward 
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in our stoiy several years, . and as we intoaduce Cousin 
Paul now, it is nearly three years after his last return to 
Europe, and before the reception of the letter of which 
Bessie Brown gave an account to her friend. The reader 
will recollect that Bessie spoke of the despair that seemed 
to fill his bosom, as he left his native shores greyer, as he 
said in parting. 

Thus, then, Bessie spoke of his troubled spirit, and it is 
with that same burdened heart, we find him. 

The evening shadows had gathered thickly as the 
young man rode onward, while the stillness was broken 
only by the mournful song of the nightingale, or the dis- 
consolate notes of the -whippoorwili, whose tones still rang 
through the wood that stood each side the road over which 
he was how slowly advancing. The moon did not rise 
until quite late, but still, as the night was clear, and star 
after star made its appearance in the broad expanse above, 
he could see quite well, and therefore he rode on, while 
his thoughts went back over the blue Atlantic, to friends 
and scenes now closed to him forever, A deep sigh ever 
and anon burst from his lips, while a still more suffering 
look appeai"ed upon his brow, as his meditations deepened. 
Once Ms lips parted, and these words — " Oh, my (^ling, 
can this last forever?" gushed forth, breaking the stillness, 
and causing Paul to start at the very sound of his own voice. 

Suddenly he stopped his horse and listened intently. 

" Surely I heard a cry for help ! Hark ! there it goes 
again farther on 1 Some one is being attacked by those 
robbers Colwell spoke o£ I must go to the rescua" 

PuUing fi:om his' breast pocket his trusty revolver, he 
spoke softly to the pony and dashed onward- 

As he drew near the spot from which he judged the 
cry had proceeded, he distinctly saw a carnage standing. 
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while figiirea were moving around it. SiiontiQg as if to a 
band of followers, "Come oq, boys, we'll Ijave them now," 
he bore down to the group. As he did so, two men 
darted towards the wood, but not before Russell had time 
to point his weapon and fira 

A groan told that one at least was injured, but the 
other must have assisted his flight, as both cLuickly disap- 
peared, while Russell lost no time in again sending a fiery 
message to the spot, then dashed on to the assistance of 
the unfortunate travellera 

On reaching the carriage, he found that the coachman 
had been knocked from his seat, with a blow that rendered 
him senseless, but he soon recovered, as Paul lifted him from 
the ground, and on rising found that he was not materially 
injured The gentleman who was inside had escaped 
mol^tation by Paul's opportune arrival, but being in 
wretched health, the flight had overcome him to such a 
degree, that as Paul opened the door, he found him lying 
pale and exhausted, with the blood gushing from his 
trembling lips. A hemorrh^e of the lungs had been 
occasioned by his deep excitement 

The coachman, who wijs again quite himself, informed 
Paul that the gentleman's name was Ernest Moreland, that 
he was an Englishman, travelling for his health, and hav- 
ing been delayed in his journey, and a stranger in that 

region, he was taking him to the hotel at , being the 

nearest to their present location, when the robbers sudden- 
ly appeared, demanding their money and watches, and 
only Paul's providential appearance had put them to 
flight 

Busseil, observing the feint condition of the poor young 
man, instantly ordered the coachman to fasten his pony 
BCQurely to the rear of the carriage, and drive rapidly on, 
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while he supported the invalid stranger. In a few mc 
ments, they were passing' at fiiU speed over the ixtai 
towards the hotel our friend had left a few hours since. 

They reached the place in safety about ten o'clock, am 
Mr. Moreland was placed in a well ventilated, and air;; 
room, upon a clean bed, and a physician ■was immedlatelj 
summoned, who at length succeeded in stopping the hem 
orrhage, but prescribed perfect quiet, and kind watching 
while the pitying look he gave the sick man, assured Bus- 
sell that he considered him not lobg for this world. 

AU night Russell sat by the sufferer's bedside, ^■atching 
every movement and anticipating every want. 

He was a tender nurse, and with a woman's softness, he 
smoothed his pillow, and wiped his pallid brow, never 
allowing him to speak, as the physician had strictly 
forbidden it ; but the blue eyes of the patient often ex- 
pressed their mute gratitude, while a slight pressure of his 
hand spoke a world of thanks. 

How often a look can convey to another the feelings 
of a full heart in the absence of words, a still, soft touch, 
assure us that the soul is mightily moved, even when the 
lips are closed, and the voice is- still 

So Paul knew full well the language of that eye and 
hand, and his sympathizing heart yearned with unuttera- 
ble tenderness, to yet more soothe the pale and suffering 
one before him, 

"Is there anything more I can do for you, Mr. More- 
land ?" he said, leaning gently over him, about two in the 
morning, for he saw that he did not sleep, and that his 
eyes turned restlessly fi«m himself to a table near at hand, 
while a longing look seemed to linger in the gaze. 

" Do not speak but one word, and I ■will imderstand 
and gladly serve you." 
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Bending low, he caiiglit the whisper, " Eead," and follow- 
ing his eyes to the small stand before mentioned, among 
some articles that had been taken from hia portemanteaa, to 
administer to bis comfort, he noticed a sm'all pocket Bible, 

A smUe of peace and tranquillity glided, to the lips of 
Moreland, as Paul opened the book, and seating himself 
nearer the light, in tones of strikii^ sweetness and melody, 
commenced reading some of the beautiful, soul-stirring 
Psalms of David 

Shall I pause a moment to tell the secret aversion of 
Paul Eussell's heart to this occupation, notwithstanding 
his seeming cheerful acquiescence ? Shall I whisper the 
sad truth that it had been months, nay years, since his 
fingers had touched that holy book, or his eyes rested on 
those precious truths? 

Reader ! Russell was a man of the world, wild, thought- 
less, yet now sad and troubled, but like a host of othera 
battlhig through his checkered life, *' having no hope, and 
without God in the world" 

As he read, a feehng of awe stole to his spirit, and a 
trembling could be observed iu his tones, that told of an 
awakened interest in those long neglected worda He had 
finished the twenty-third Psalm, and glancing toward the 
bed, had noted the upraised hand and eye of his listener, 
had caught the fuU glory of the smile that played over hif 



"Surely," he thought, "those words were wi'itten eX' 
pressly for bim, if I can at all interpret such speaking 
glaneea" 

Still be read on, through the twenty-fonrth and into tht 
twenty-fifth psalm. A start followed the reading of tht 
seventh verse. 

" Remember not the sins of my youth, nor my teans 
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jcordiBg to thy mercy remember thou me for 
thy goodness sake, Lord." 

Then again in the sixteenth, seventeenth, and eighteenth 
verses, " T urn thee unto me and have mercy upon me, for 
I am desolate and afflicted." " The trouble of my heart 
are enlarged: O bring thou me out of my distresses." 

"Loolc upon mine affliction and my pain, and forgive all 
my sins." 

A deep sigh burst from his hps as he read, while the 
spirit uttered the voiceless words, "now truly that prayer 
is not for him who lies there with that holy smile ; but for 
a wretched outcast lite myself" He could read no more 
until the strange mist that had gathered over hia eyes had 
cleared away. 

What could that mist he ? Tears, surely not tears ? 

Throwing the book upon the table, he started to his feet 
and b^an pacing the floor with hurried strides. 

He foi^ot the silent form upon the bed, whose blue eyes 
were watching him with questioning interest ; he saw not 
the thin white hand that the sick man stretched toward 
him, as he passed now backward, now forward, over that 
room in that solemn atOl night hour ; no, his thoughts had 
passed iax back from that chamber into the unfoi^otten 
past, and were busy with the scenes and sins of fomier 
days. 

" The sins of my youth ! those fearful sins I strange 
how they press upon my heavy heart I would that they 
coidd be rememhered no more 1" at length he exclaimed, 
as, in turning in his nervous walk, he for the first time 
noticed the still outstretched hand of the sick man, and 
passing to his side, he laid his own, all trembling, in that 
eager dasp. 

He felt the sympathy of the touch ; he understood the 
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wish that the poor fellow had to comfort him, although 
his life depended upon his silence, and beseeching him not 
to speat, he brought the Bible to which he pointed, acd 
placing it in his handj he read the words upon which the 
finger of Moreland rested. They were these : 

" Blessed is he whose transgression is foi^Iven, whose 
sin is covered." 

Paul's eyes remained festened upoij these words full a 
moment before he spoke again, but then it was with a look 
of utter wretchedness that he exclaimed — 

"But / am not the blessed one referred to, for alas my 
transgressions are not forgiven, my sins are not covered" 

Again the feeble hands of Ernest Moreland turned over 
the pages of the holy word of God, and again Paul fol- 
lowed the tracing of bis finger. 

" But if we walk in the light, as he is in the light, we 
have fellowship one with another, and .the blood of Jesus 
Christ his son cleanseth us from all sin." 

" I thank you for the words, my dear friend," exclaimed 
liussell, after he had fully examined the passage; "I see 
there is comfort there ; try to sleep now for my sake, that 
you may soon be able to converse ; then show me what it 
is to be a Christian, that I may be blessed by having my 
sins covered. Sleep now, and I will watch faithfully be- 
side you as you rest." 



Hosteatv Google 



CHAPTER VIIL 

SEEKING LIGHT. 

"^lecroBsle heavy, p^tberl Ihavelfome 
It long, uid BUll do bear it. IM my irom 
And laintlDK Biiidt riee to ibat bleat kad 
Wbece orowBB urB given. Fatter, Inks my b&od, 
fXhiL reaching down, 

Tby child.'' 

gWO weeks had.passed away, and still Ernest 
I Morelaiid was confined to his room, feeble and 
I languid, yet calm and tranquil. Paul Ei^aell 
"•had scarcely left Jiia side during the days of his 
illness. He had watehed him by night, and by day, ten- 
derly ministering to hia wants, and alleviating his trials by 
his presence and sympathizing careMnesa. 

He had become strangely and deeply attached to his in- 
valid comiranion. It was so long since he had possessed 
an object to love, that he yearned Dver this strar^r Mend 
with a brother's tenderness, yet as day by day the affec- 
tion strengthened between them, he sighed with inward 
anguish over the saddening, yet sure prospect that they 
were soon to be parted forever, and while his friend would 
be happy in the presence of his Saviour, he would be 
wretchedly alone 

Alone I what a perfect desolation is embodied in the 
very word. Alone! Two little syllables, yet a world of 
saddest meaning hidden in their bosom : Alone ! 
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Poor Paul for many years had felt the full force of that 
word. Far from his native land, far from ^1 he loved on 
earth, a wanderer, dejected, desolate, he had found one 
friend at last to love in that foreign land, one heart that 
returned his pnre affectioii, but the shadow of death was 
folding around him, another and a lietter land beckoning 
him onward, and he saw that very soon he would wander 
on spiritless, friendless, alone ! ^idly alone I 

Yet Ernest was better to all appearance, as we again see 
him. He could walk ai-ound hia room, could converse on 
different topics, could express his thanks to his devoted 
fiiend, who, although so recently a stranger, had nursed 
and cared tor him as a brother. Yet still, notwithstanding 
his apparent increase of strength, the insidious disease 
worked on, eating his vitals, secretly working sure decay, 
and an early death. 

As we see them this afternoon, Ernest is lying back in 
a large easy-chair, hia handsome wrapper drawn around him, 
while his thoughtful eyes are intently fixed upon his friend. 

Paul sat near, beside a window ; his fillers had been 
thrust carelessly through his jet black curls, throwing 
tiiem back from his open brow, revealing the deep sadness 
in his laige dark eyes, and the moumftdness hovering 
around his pale features. 

He had been disclosing liis life-history to his friend ; he 
had been speaking of an 'early sin that had shed a blight 
upon his whole life, and darkened his prospect of peace for- 
ever ; had told of his coming to this distant land, seeking for- 
getfolness, rest, qaiet, something to quenchthe gnawings of 
lemorse, that was ever filling his bosom ; he then referred 
to that sUent night scene, that Holy Bible, from which he 
had read for the first time in so many yeais, and added 
that those words were continually haunting him, and now 
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he be^ed Aat be would tell liim what he should do to 
obtain the blessing of having his transgreasioos for^ven, 
and his sins covered. 

" I have listened with deep attention to your history, 
my friend, nay, almost hrother," returned Ernest; "it inter- 
ests me, mainly, because of the evidence it furnishes of the 
natural shortsightedne^ of men. You declare your con- 
victions of wrong-doing, but evidently your trouble arises 
entirely from what men may think of you, and &om con- 
sequences to which you nxe liable from the enactments of 
men. This is clear irom the fact that you adopted the 
plan of flying from the scene of your transgressions, seek- 
ing peace on a foreign shore. You have feiled. Though 
away from those scenes, and beyond the reach of early 
associates, yet the peace you seek, comes not^ Do you 
not see that this is because you offended in that wrong- 
doing. One, whose presence you cannot flee, and whose 
justice reaches to eveiy land and every clime ? Nay, do 
you not see that your continued trouble is the effect of the 
quickening of your conscience, which results from the 
working therein of that Spirit, who can communicate with 
man's heart, any and everywhere, and who can present all 
things in their true light? Now, let me say, you have 
erred in supposing that you can flee from the conscious- 
ness of wrong when you have been guilty of it, and in 
framing to yotirself a refuge, in the matter of new scenes 
and new employments. Guilt is not to be cancelled in 
this way. Oonacienoe is not to be trifled with in this way. 
Truth is not to he blindfolded- in this way. There is but 
one way to peace of mind, and that is by the way of 
honest and reverential' dealii^ with truth. 

" I had begun to feel that there is no refuge for me," 
said Paul, in reply, " bqt that X am doonaed to siiffer the^ 
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pangs without hope of relie£ Pray tell me wliat you 
mean ?" 

" If you liave read the Bible, you wiU remember a sin- 
gular statement, made by our Lord - and Saviour. He 
says, ' I am the way, and the tratli, and the life ;' now do 
you not pereeire here, that in order to reach life, we are 
to go by a ' way ' in which deceit, fraud, attempt to hide, 
stands out chief element?" 

" I see a contrast : but wnat ao you mean Dy paying 
deference to truth ?" 

" Why. nothing less tlian lOokmg at your deeds ra tlicir 
trae hght, as sins, not merely wrongs — that ia, as ofFences 
agMust God, and not merely against man ; and then 
acknowledging, repenting, and craving pardon of them," 
returned Moreland 

" Acknowledge I do ; repent surely I can ; but I never 
thought of pardon I I have expected punishment only," 
said Paul, sadly. 

" That comes of thinking only of the relations of your 
deeds to the enactments of men. They know of nothing 
but punishment, because they know of no method of satis- 
fying law beside. But, happily for you, the Great God is 
not only, a Lawgiver and a Ju{^e, but in the person of the 
Son, a Eedeemer." 

" A Eedeemer 1 your words are strange as they are wel- 
come. -Please explain 1" said Paul, anxiously. 

-'Happy am I to do so. Listen for your good. The 
great feet exists that all men are sinners, transgressors of 
God's law, and consequently condemned to eternal death, 
the penalty of such trangression. God is a God that hath 
no pleasure in the death of the sinner, but that he turn 
frQlffihis evil way and live. To make the way clear for 
liSfftuming, even to life, God made provision for magni- 
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fying the law, and maldng it honorable, in other words 
for being just to his law and government, and his iin 
offending creatures, when He should justify, acquit, ant 
accept, into His fevor, all who do repent" 

"And what was that promise? I burn to know it! Il 
opens such hope to ma" 

" The Bible, which is the revelation of God's will to man, 
i8_alao styled, the revelation of Jesus Christ. That is, it 
tells us about Him, and what does it say ?" Why, that 
God sent His Son to be ' the propitiation for our sins,' 
That is, he sent Him to atone for the sins of sinners : to 
pay a ranson for them, purchase them out of the hands of 
the law, by iuraishii^, in their behalf, a satisfection for 
that law's demands : and in this matter, he met literally, 
the law's demands against the sinner. He found the curse 
of that law upon the sinner. He became a curae that He 
m%ht redeem ua from the curse of the law. He bore om 
sins in His- own body to the tree. He suffered for sins, 
the just for the unjust, and now, ' By Him, all that be- 
lieve, are justified from all things fix)m which they coidd 
not be justified by the law of Moses.' 'All things,' re- 
member, so that the worst crimes are covered by this 
redemption of Jesus Christ. Your case is included, and 
to show it to you, He says, ' Come unto me, all ye that 
labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest' " 

"You speak of believing ; what is that?" asked Paul. 

" Let me illustrata Suppose you had committed treason, 
the penalty of which is death. You are arraigned before 
the proper tribunal. When there, however, the king's 
proclamation is read ; that proclamation declares that the 
king's son, by the sufferance of the very death denounced 
against treason, redeems all traitors, on condition that they, 
with sorrow for their crime, sign an instrument, acceptii^ 
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the Prince aa their substitute, and declaring tlieir readiness 
to accept, as a free g{/i, tlieir acquittal, on the ground of 
his merits as the heloved Son of the king, and the heir to 
the throne; and to bestow on him, ever after, all the 
pra^ of their deliverance. You sign in sincerity ; the 
king's promise is fulfilled, and jou are irea Can you 
not, by putting God in the place of the king, and Jesus 
Christ in' the place of the king's son, and sin in the place 
of treason, see into that believing? But let me say, there 
is a further requirement ; what is not worth asking for, is 
not worth having. You are to ask God, in the name of 
Jesus Christ, and for his sake, to grant you this pardon, 
and to accept you with His favor. I speak thus to obvi- 
ate the necessity of a further question for explanation 
from you. For this is prayer. Let me say, in conclusion, 
(for I must stop,) I kaovf the reality of all this, and I 
pray you, just accept the facts of your case without quib- 
bling, or doubt Act, and you will reach an experience, 
that wilt do iar more for you than all conversation with 
man. " He that believeth hath the witness in himselfi" 
I can say no more ; I shall pray for you, but, dear Ens- 
sell, let me beseech you, also, to pray for yourselC" 
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DEATH OF MORELAND. 



'ti sad tho openlog roaa 
look like thinga too gforioua for decaj ; 
smile at Hiea— but UioQ art not of tliosa 
wiit Uie ripened bloom to selae Uielr pre; 



p AYS sped on, and still Moreland gained strength 
slowly yet perceptibly. Dr. Bonnefaux, tte 
skillftil practitioner who attended him, warmly 
fed his passing some time in Italy; therefore 
Russell had offered to accompany him, and we now aee 
thera domesticated at the villa of Signora Fabretti, a friend 
of Moreland's, and a kind, hospitable peraon, a widow of in- 
telligence, refinement, and wealth. Here they felt per- 
fectly at home, and every attention was bestowed upon the 
invalid For some time a great improvement was plainly 
visible, but as we see him the third week after his arrival, 
we find that the apparent strength that had been imparted 
by the change of air was gradually subsiding, and a pros^ 
tration nnaccoimtable, save by the rapid progress of hia 
I usurped the place of the first satisfactory ef- 
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Poor Moreland was coEfined to his bed once more, and 
ti the sinking frame, the feeble tones, the labored breath, 
rere certain signs that death would soon snatch him away, 

Unweariedly had Russell watched beside him ; for three 
■ights in succession he had attended, with unabati)^ care, 
Ids suffering and 6st departing &ieud ; and now, aa an- 
other night approached with its round of duty, and as 
Moreland had dropped into a deep sleep, watched for a 
while by Signora Fabretti, who insisted upon reheving 
(iim for a few moments' rest, he softly stepped into his own 
apartment, and closing tBe door, seated himself at the piano 
and gently ran his fingers over the keys. 

The touch was like the greetings of an old friend, and 
the fullness of the melody soothed his weary and worn 
condition. At first he played one of Mozart's stirring 
pieces ; then, as the spirit of the tune thrilled his soul, his 
passion for composing came upon him, and he found him- 
self extemporizing a death scene, beautiful, sad, mournful, 
and well suited to the hour. 

It rested his weary frame to toiich those keys, it 
strengthened him for the trying scene so near at hand, and 
aa he still lingered over the melodious sounds, he felt at 
peace. 

So he rambled on, drawing from the instrument such 
tones as inspiration dictated, and half au hour glided soon 
away, unperceived and immarked by the absorbed musi- 

Paul Busseli's whole heart was in rnusic ; he lored it, he 
dreamed it, he composed it, aa easily as be spoke his na- 
tive tongue. 

Rising at length, he wandered to the window, just in 
time to behold one of Italia's beautiftd sunset scenes. 

"Beautifuri Exquisite! Subhmel" he exclaimed, aa 
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the full glory of the picture flashed upon hia eager sigl 
" What a magnificent view ! and Moreland, dear dying sain 
will soon be beyond the setting sun, at rest, amid infinitel 
more glorious beauties even, than this radiant clondland. 

But soon the sun had departed ; and turning from his p( 
sition at the open window, be threw himself upon a sol; 
and passing hia hand carelessly through his wavy hail 
pushing it from his brow, he enjoyed a few moments c 
the dolce far niente of Italian life. 

But such restful repose was not long to last, for a hast; 
summons from Signora Fabretti d&me, announcing that thi 
sleep had passed, and Moreland seemed to be sinking 
while he asked anxiously for HusselL 

Without a moment's delay, the young man a^n enteret 
the sick room, and approaching the bed, cJaaped the out 
stretched and emaciated hand of the sufferer. 

" Dear Kussell," the dying oqc faintly articulated, " I feel 
that I am felling rapidly, feat going home to Jesua Hap- 
py thought 1 peaceful rest, and glorious scenes are there ! 
No sickness, no pain, no sadness evermore for me, aftra 
the dark valley of death is once safely crossed Dearest 
Paul, I thank you for all you have done for me ; no broth- 
er would have cared for me in my last hours with more 
devot«d tenderness. I die loving you with a fondness 
that no brother's love could excel, and feeling this gratitude 
and ail'ection swelling so deeply my heart, I cannot go 
without spealiing to you once more of your eternal pros- 
peeta. Let me, then, as from the gate of eternity and in the 
prospect of glory, of which man can have no conception, 
address you. How fare you now?'' 

" Oh Moreland, my precious, feithfol friend, your conver 
eations have deeply impressed me, and led me to almost 
envy youl Would that I could see as you seel How 
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Sliall I enjoy that gracious boon?" returned tKe agitated 
young man. 

"Just as I came to it, so must you. Jesus Cbrist on my 
confeasion of my sin and earnest prayer for His mercy, 
' gave me light,' and my soul had rest, because it could 
lean on hia righteousness. I gave myself to Him, and He 
gave Himself to me, and being in Him, I found peace and 
joy. Now I am enabled to feel that though I am lament- 
ably deficient in myself, and before the law stand yet a 
sinner, yet His righteoi^ness, which by God's grace is ac- 
counted to me as mine, is the full requirement of the law, 
and His pardon is full cleamnce from all the law's demands, 
and my seal of etei-nal lifa" 

"You spoke of confession of sin. That throws light 
upon tlie matter. But what does that involve?" 

" Simply telling God all about yourself and your deeds, 
just as the case is, not hiding or coloring anything. Now 
I am convinced, you need but one thing, and that is action. 
I am going the way of all the earth soon. My strength is 
perceptibly failing. I hasten to ask you, will yon promise 
me to do just what God requires immediately, and leave 
the result with Him?"' 

"I will, indeed! will," was the brief and emphatic reply. 

" Well, then, go to God, tell him your sins, and your 
sorrow for them, because they are sins; tell him your 
willingness and desire to take.His son as yoiu: substitute, 
before His law, and His atonement, as your justification, 
and ask him to " make you accepted in the Beloved, in 
iShora we have redemption, through His blood, even the 
foi^veness of sins, accoi-dingto the ricbes of his grace." 
Tell hun you rely not on anything in youTselii or your 
life — and plead till the answer come. Will you promise 
to do this, my friend ? Will you promise to attend to 
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this, my dying request, thus preparing to meet me i 
Heaven?" The words. came very &intiy, yet distinetlj 
from the pallid lips of the fest expiring one, while hia eye 
were flsed anxjo\isly and intently upon the face of Ku£ 
sell 

" I promise faithfully, aud from^ the fullness of mj 
heart. Yea 1 oh, yes, dearest Moreland, I will do as yoi; 
direct !" was the reply, that caused the dying man tc 
smile in peaceful content 

" 'I'hani: God ! I now die without one regret I know 
you will yet be happy in the priceless riches of salvation. 
One word more ; when you see your way clear, return to 
the scenes of your wrong-doing ; make all the reparation 
required, and there consecrate youi'self anew to the service 
of the Kingdom of Heaven. Farewell." 

A pause followed the last words, broken only by the 
low sighs of Eussell, who watched the closing eyes and 
failing pulse of his only friend, with deepest and moat 



Ten minutes passed; no sound save the labored 
breathing of the dying man, and the sighs of the desolate 
watcher. 

Ten minutes more, and the form was still — emotionless — 
pallid — just breathing, alive, yet almost gone. 

Colder and colder grew the hand that lay so silently in 
Eussell's ; " shorter and shorter the fleeting bi-eath, and 
leaning forward with tearful eyes, all seemed to think that 
the last fluttering of that devoted heart was passing, when 
suddenly the lips parted with a smile, the eyes opened, 
revealing a look of rapture, while the words oame gush- 
ing forth to the astonished ear, as he rose to his el- 
bow. 

" EusseU, it is Jesus 1 I see him I I hear the music of 
Heaven! Joy, joy I Praise be to Q-od forever! Amen!" 
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He fell back, his eyes closed, and as Russell leaned for- 
ard to catch one word more, his spirit passed, in a gushing 
gh, to the " better land," the bosom of his precious 



Hosteatv Google 



CHAPTER X 

FASHIONABLE LIFE. 
Die flesh, tbie is the tmU of ni; labor ; yet nhot 1 Bhall cliDoee, 

JESSIE BROWN and Minnie Morton left Ceda: 

■ Lawn at the time appointed, and in companj 
I with Charles Percy, entered the cars, on theii 

■ route to New York. 

Bessie was in glad spirits, for a visit to the metropolis 
had long been a delightful dream, and her anticipations 
unusually bright and glojring. 

They had a pleasant journey, Minnie being full of vi- 
vacity and fun, and Percy proving au interesting and gen- 
tlemanly companion. 

As the cars flew over the track, Minnie's sallies of wit 
caused unbounded merriment ; each amusing scene gave 
scope for good humor, and laughter, and Bessie was 
almost sorry when they reached Jersey City, so much had 
she enjoyed the society of the gay young couple. 

Mr. Morton's residence was in twenty-third street, thus 
giving quite a ride from the Oourtlandt-street ferry to the 
door. As the caaxiage roiled up Broadway, Bessie was 
dehghted with the brilliant and'lively appearance of the 
street, and the bright eyes of the many promenaders, who, 
regardless of the cold .fanuary atmosphere, strolled along, 
well enveloped in shining silks, and costly furs. Her 
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res fairly danced with pleasure, aa she glanced at the 
tore ■windows, so full of gay colors, and she weU thought 
le had never dreamed of half the sights afforded by even 
ne ride through this celebrated city. 
In Jhe hall of Minnie's elegant home, her mother, a fine 
[ppeaiing lady, handsomely and becomingly attired, stood 
It greet them. She gave Bessie a warm kiss of welcome, 
I'hile Minnie was overwhelmed with caresses, and con- 
ratulationa upon her improved appearance. 

Percy did not enter, but after seeing the ladies safely 
nthin the place of their destination, and promising very 
-oon to visit them, he rfreutered the carriage and rode 
,way, 

Bessie was very happy in Minnie's femily ; both Mr. 
|nd Mrs. Morton were kind and pleasant, and strove to 
t>lace her at ease in every way, while Minnie* caressed her 
one moment, and teased her the next, but all so good na- 
turedly, that Bessie could not but enter into the spirit of 
the fun. 

Minnie's apartment adjoined the one appropriated to 
Besaie, and communicated by a paasage-way of closets. 
The appointments of both were truly splendid ; black 
walnut furniture, English brussels carpets, and red damask 
curtains, with expensive falls of lace, and massive gilt cor- 
inices, formed some of the rich and tasty decorations, while 
elegant engravings decorated the walls. 

Bessie was delighted j but as she* gazed around, the 
secret thought would present itself, "what a contrast to 
my humble home I how could Minnie . have seemed so 
contented and happy in so plain an abode ?" She did not 
utter the thought aloud, nor foster it for one moment, lest 
she should bear a discontented heart back to her loving 
Father. 
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Olosing the door of her ajrartment, Beaeie changed he 
ti-avelling dre^ for a simple black bombazine, while he 
luxuriant golden hair she prettily and becomiagly arrangei 
on her bright joung trow. 

She had but just completed, her toilet, wien luncheo] 
was announced, and with their arms encircling each other' 
waists, the girls descended to the dining-room, where : 
stylish and elegant Itmch was spread, and where Mr. anc 
Mrs. Morton were already waiting their appearance. 

" Mamma," said Minnie, after all were seated arounc 
the table, " what has happened in the gay world, since 1 
left ? any parties, or entertainmeata to afford amusement ?' 

" Yea I Carrie Colman gave a very fashionable, althouglj 
quite limited company, on Tue^y l^t We were all 
invited, but declined, as you were absent Then "Wednes- 
day evening, another of Mary Leslie's Private Theatricals 
came off very successfully. " 

"Ah I now I am sorry to have missed that! it must 
have been delightful 1 What piece was played ?" 

" The Lady of Lyons. Lucy Grey played Pauline to 
perfection, whiie Claude Melnotte was well personated by 
Joseph Miller. I think both these young people have a 
decided talent for the stage." 

" So do L I wonder how soon another will be gotten 
up?" 

"Next week, I believa Somethir^ was said about 
your appearing then." 

"I wish I could 1 Eeally, I long to take a character 1" 
returned Minnie. 

Bessie was confounded ; had she heard smght ? Could 
it be Minnie Morton, her own giddy, yet loved companion, 
that longed to appear upon a theatrical stage, either pub- 
lic, or private ? 
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She made no remark, however, merely sipping her 
loeolate, while listening with deep attention to the 
'Other's reply, 

" Yon will have an opportunity sood, i am quite sure. 

know you excel Lucy Grey in beauty and gracefulness, 
[id I think you have only to attempt the affair, to make 

decided impression. But would not Bessie also take a 
irt ?" queried Mrs. Morton. 

A look of the deepest distresa spread over Bessie's fair 
sung face, as she ejaculated firmly, 

" Oh, no ! I should certainly wish to be excused." 

" Little Dork does not approve of these employments, 
lamma ! Aunt Eebecca and Bessie have senthnents 
sactly alike in this respect. However, she has consented 
) go once, to each of our city entertainments, in order to 
ee for hei-self, of what they consist. If, after a fair trial, 
le still clings to the belief that they are sinfiil, we are to 
rge her no more, but allow her to amuse herself with 
.unt Rebecca, while we are absent, as she insists that I 
nali never stay at home on her account. But, Bessie, 
tie ball I spoke of^ as coming off in Fifth Avenue, to which 
re received cards two weeks since, takes place next 
'uesday, and as the invitation has been extended to you, 
? my expected friend, we will accomplish some shop- 
ing to-day. Sam," continued she, turning to the 
bony waiter, who had flourished around so briskly, 
uring their repast, but who now, at its close, stood like a 
tatue behind the chair of his mistress—" Sam, tell Pomp 
o. bring the carriage to the door in half an hour." 

" Sartain, Missy ; the nabigation ob dis darkey will be 
nighty quick ; dat am a fact," returned Sam, showing 
lis white teeth in true darkey style, as he left the 
oom. 
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Bessie laughed aloud at the sudden loquacity of tl 
n^ro, while Minnie explained to her, that Sambo hs 
been a slave in Georgia, and seemingly a great pet amor 
the children of his former owner. He was quite an orij 
inal character, and often amused them with his Strang 
talk. He was very aristocratic in his feelings, woul 
never associate with persons of hia own color, calling thei 
one and all, " dem debilish niters," " Ise a spectibi 
pusson," he often says, " and am allers gwine wid spectibi 
folks. Ise a gemman of color here below, and when 
gets beyond Jordan, I shall go with spectibal people, ] 
won't take long for dis chile, in tother world, to scrap 
acquaintance wid de Lord, dat am a feet ; nor wid Mc 
sea and Aaron, nuther ; so, as fiir misin wid dem debilis' 
niters aforehand, when I'm bound fur de land ob Cs 
naan, you'U not kotch dis clule a-doin it." 

After a hearty laugh at poor Sambo's expense, they lei 
the dining-room, and hastened to prepare for their shop 
ping excursion. It occupied but a short time to doi 
cloak, hat and furs, and then Bessie followed her frien( 
into a handsome carri^e, while its liveried coachma: 
seized the lines, and drove the spirited horses down thk 
CTOwded street, as easily as though no carts and carriagei 
obstructed the way, so much had constant practice in dri 
ving, taught him the dodging skill. 

B^sie was pleased with the elegant stores and fine arraj 
of beautiful goods, and her selections were soon made, as 
being stHl in black for her mother, she would wear aimpk 
white tarlatan, overskirt of same material, and for orna- 
ments, an elegant necklace, earrings, and pin, of rarest 
pearl, which had descended to her from her mother. 

Minnie's arrangement caused much more shopping anc 
consultation. They passed neai-ly the whole aftemoor 
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oing in and .out of stor^, looking at laces, flowers and 
nery of every descriptioiL 

When they reached home they found that they had 
aly time, to dreaa for dinner, -which was always served 
unetaally at sis. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL WII>OW. 



I leoolleet Uiy face 1 



£S they approached the dining-room, Bessie fe 
I an inward shrinking &om meeting the sty! 
T display of a fashionable city dinner, bi 
■ gathering fresh courage aa she met Minnie 
loving gaze, and felt her gentle touch as she affectionatel 
passed her arm around her, she qioickly recovered h« 
composure, and quietly entered. 

As she did so, she met the eye of a lady whose beaut 
in an instant riveted her attention. 

" Besgie, allow me to present you to Mrs. Douglass, m 
dear Aunt Eebecca," said Minnie, as, after affectionatel 
kissing her, she led her friend towards the object of her ac 
miration, 

"I am truly glad to meet one you love so tenderlj 
Minnie," said Mrs. Douglass, in tones most musical, mot 
winning, as she took her hand softly, between both o 
hers, and drawing her towards her, pressed upon her hj 
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tis3 of welcome " Bessie Brown and Aunt- Rebecca 
am quite certain will soon be good fiiendst" 
Bessie was charmed immediately with her sweet words, 
nd cordial greetings, while she could not but wonder at 
er splendid beauty ; and as she admired that queenly 
ppearauce at thirty-two, when sorrow and bereavement had 
liarked her footsteps, she could not but wonder, what must 
be have been at eighteen, when life lay in all its alluring 
nightnesB before her. She was dressed in the deepest 
Qourning, without ornament, save a jet pin, confining the 
unple crape collar, around a neck aa white as the petals 
t the purest lily, and shaped in perfect graca Her bair, 
lie loveliest shade of chestnut, luxuriant and wealthy, was 
irushed becomingly from a brow whose shape bore prom- 
je of thought, and talent beyond the imual order, while 
be ftjl hazel eye, fanged with long black eyelashes, was 
loquent in expression, gentleness, and deep mysterious 
»®.uty. Her lips were hke the nehebt velvet, and when 
hey parted, revelled teeth, even, and pearly white, while 
he gentle smile wis rare m sweetness and ainiability. 
Call, yet with a form of perfect symmetry, a bust of exquisite 
jroportions, and a hand and foot whtse whiteness and tiny 
ihape could nowhere be rivalled, Eebecca Douglass was 
ndeed a woman of queenly grace, and peerless loveliness, 
md aa the seat appointed Be^ie was b^de Minnie, and 
apposite ber^ her eyes would wander with a look of be- 
wildered fescination often to that beautiftd face. 

" I am glad your head is better, dearest Auntie," said 
Minnie ; " we missed you at the luncheon hour." 

" Tes, I was too unwell to appear, but feel quite my- 
self since a quiet sleep refreshed me. Had you a pleas- 
ant journey?" 

" Deligbtful I we had a very charming companion in 
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Mr. Clmrles Percy, a young man residing in New Yoi 
who was visiting his Bister, near Cedar Lawn, and w 
escorted na home," 

As Minnie spoke, the soup was removed and a fine 
tiirkey, with a multitude of delicate and delicio 
vegetables, were arrayed upon the table, by Saml 
who performed several characteristic floiirishes in t 
effort, which caused Bessie to smile at the comic effect 

The girls were both hungry after their drive, and d 
good jiastice to the bountiful meal, so much so that whi 
the desert of lemon meringues, mince pies, etc., we 
placed upon the table, they felt little inclination for thei 
nor the fruit thai; followed. 

"Mamma," said Minnie, as, after the removal of tl 
fruit, she sipped the coffee that had been placed befo: 
her, " what are we to do this evening ? — go to the theatr 
or to the opera ?" 

" Neither, my darling. l)o you not intend to devoi 
one evening to your parente after being absent? Oertaii 
ly, I must claim one !" replied Mrs. Morton, lookin 
fondly at her only remaining chUd, as she spoke, 

" Then, Bessie, it is decided that we visit mamma th 
evening, that is, if you are willing." 

"Willing? indeed, I am delighted to do so. laurel 
could not pass the hours more acceptably, than in a pleai 
ant home eircla You know I am very domestic in al 
my tastes," returned Bessie, as she raised her blue eyes 
and encountered a gentie, approving look from the largi 
hazel ones of Mrs. Douglass. 

" Aunt Rebecca, surely you will not leave us ?" urgec 
Minnie, as, turning from the dining-room, Mrs. Dougl^ 
seemed to be directing her steps towards her own apart 
meat. 
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" Dear ilinnie, my head ia not altogether well, therefore 
[ will not risk meeting that ' charmiBg Mr. Percy,' who, 
without doubt, will call this evening." 

Minnie blushed the deepest scarlet, as her aunt made 
this remark. 

She had not once thought of his coming so soon, yet 
she Goiild not resist wishing that the prophecy might in- 
ieed piNJve triia 

It was provoking, though, that she should color so 
deeply, and that Aunt Rebecca, of all others, should place 
her finger upon her crimson cheek, and smile at Bessie 
knowingly, as she passed on 1 

With a half pout on her rosy lips, the lively girl drew 
Bessie from the hall, into the superb parlors, Sambo had 
but just finished iUuminating. 

Bessie thought she should never cease admiring the rich 
velvet cai-pete upon which she then trod, and the costly 
and magnificent fiimiture around. 

To her unaccustomed eyes, it seemed like a view of 
some enchanted castle, with its mirrors and curtains, its 
statuary and exquisite ornaments. Then how easy to 
dream the bright and lovely Minnie the queen of the 
palace. 

Charles Percy did join the fiimUy gathering, and Minnie 
blushed again, as she met a roguish look from Bessie, 
while the whispered " charming Mr. Percy," made her bite 
her rosy lips at the recollection of her own thoughtless 
words. 

The evening passed quickly, varied by music and anec- 
dotes, and as Percy rose to withdraw, he invited both 
young ladies to accompany him to the opera the next 
evening, which invitation — Minnie graciously accepted. 

Bessie's sleep that night, the first she ever passed in 
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a large city — was not very sound ; tlie rumbling of thi 
carriages and carts upon the pavement, which continuec 
BO late, and commenced so early, disturbed her, anc 
then she was excited, after the varied scenes of tht 
day. 

When at last, however, she did drop into a restlest 
slumber, the beautiful eyes of Mrs. Douglass seemed wover 
into, her dreams, while her voice became a charmed Echo, 
for which she was ever seekir^ in vain. 
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THE OPERA. 



gHE next nigbt, at the appointed hour, Obarles 
and our young friends entered the 

i Academy of Mugie, to listen to Madame 

■ in the Opera of Norma. 

As Bessie's eyes wandered over the vast niunbers of 
gaily dressed peofie who thronged the house, she was lost 
in amazement at the unexpected sight, a,nd amid the dis- 
play and beauty of the scene, the rustling of fans, and the 
fiashing of diamonds, she felt sadly out of place, and a 
momentaiy pang shot through her ptire heart at being 
present in such a scene of dissipation and allurement. 

It -was too late to retreat now ; nor could she, were it 
not, after promising Minnie to see each scene of pleasure 
once, in order to judge from personal observation, as to 
the sinftilness or propriety of each. She felt sad and de- 
jected until the curtain rose, and the music of the Opera 
commenced. Bessie was fond of music, and as the ravish- 
ing strains fell upon her ear, she was instantly enveloped 
in a maze of bewildered and intense feeling. 

It was the first time she had ever heard such captivating 
tones, or beheld such exciting and wonderful scenes, and 
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as ste scarcely breathed through the whole performance 
losing no note of the singing, no motion of lie troupe, 
she felt at its close a sense of relief, as thongli some greal 
oppressive weight had been unclasped irova her heart, while 
a sigh fluttered fix)m her lips, which was a strange token ol 
pleasure, and again in contradiction, of pain. 

" Now Little Dork," exclaimed Minnie, as, when seated 
in the carriage, they rolled rapidly homeward, " tell me, 
did you not think the music glorious ?" 

" Glorious ! No, Minnie, no. I could never apply 
that word to anything so perfectly worldly. But cer- 
tainly, it was beautiful in the full sense of the word." 

"Then you were pleased, dear, were you not?" 

" I was pleased with the music, Minnie, undoubtedly, 
but its accompauimenla I could not enjoy," returned 
Bessie. 

" Not enjoy them ! Now, Little Dork, do tell me why ?" 

" Minnie, I did not feel happy, as a Christian gitl, to be 
mingling with such purely gay and worldly affeirs. My 
conscieQce does iiot approve of such dissipations, and 
while I am exceedingly obliged to Mr. Percy fbr the 
kindn^ of extending to me the invitation of this evening, 
and while glad to have witnessed once, what enchants 
others eo often, still I could never conscientiously again 
attend such a place." 

" Of course, the theatre to which I waa about asking 
your company, together with Miss Minnie's, does not come 
tmder this head?" said Mr. Percy, inquiringly, 

" Oh pray do not be ofi'-.nded, Mr. Percy, if I declare that 
it does." 

" Then I must underatand that you will not accompany 
me next Monday evening ?" 

"Not, if you will excuse me." 
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" And yon, Miss MiTinie, surely you mtl not be equally 
cruel ?" 

" Not I, Mr, Percy. . I shall most certainly enjoy being 
preseDt, althougli politeness would say, stay at home with 
yota" friend. * 

"Not for anything, Minnie, would I have you remain on 
my account. You know our agreement was, if after a 
trial of each pleasure, I thought it sinful, while you still 
thought the opposite, I was to remain with Mrs. Douglass." 

"Yes, dear,.! remember, therefore I am at Kberty to ac- 
cept your invitation, Mr. Percy ; but really, Eeasie, I wish 
you were not so particular," returned she, as Percy handed 
her from the carriage; 

The next day was the Sabbath, and Bessie sighed as she 
opened her eyes that morning, bright and beautiful though 
it was, as she remembered the unprofitable mode in which 
the previous evening had been spent, almost infriuging 
upon holy ttma She strove to convince herself that she 
had sinned through ^orance, as she knew not the nature 
of the e -tertainment ; but the recollection pained her, and 
throwing herself upon her knees she craved strength from 
heaven to protect her from every evil influence to which 
she must necessarily be exposed, by keeping a promise so 
rashly made, and now bitterly repented. 

At the breakfast table that morning. Aunt Rebecca 

asked Bessie and Minnie to accompany her to St 

Church, to- listen to her loved pastor's elocLuence and 
power. 

The two girls gladly accepted the invitation, while Min- 
nie r^retted " that being in the city she would miss the 
'meetin seed,' while the perfumes of peppermint and 
wmtergreen would also be wanting." 
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She gave a roguish glance towards the demui"e face o, 
sweet Bessie Brown as she spoke. 

Dr. was unusuaUy brilliant that morning. Power- 
ful, grand, and deeply impressive were his remarks, and 
Bessie listened with the most devout attention and intense 
satis^tion. In truth Minnie had, given her the greatest 
enjoyment, in thus bringing her where she could have an 
opportunity to listen to one of the finest orators of the 
day. 

She was deeply impressed by the perfect stillness that 
prevailed — the reverence that seemed to fill all hearts for 
the time and occasion, so different from the bustle of a coun- 
try church. Then the solemn tones of the oigan, and the 
sweet voices of the choir, as they mingled in the chants 
of the Episcopal service, or united in singing the soul-felt 
hymns, all tended to gratify and please. 

Beautiful indeed was the discourse that fell upon the 
ears of a silent and appreciative audience. Every sentence 
was filled with spirituality and thought His descriptions 
of the abodes of the bleat prepared by a loving Saviour, 
were replete with beauty and power, and the gentle invita- 
tion of Christ that all should come to him by faith, and 
obtam an inheritance among the blessed, was set forth 
with rare fidelity and sweetness. Then the tenderness 
with which he spote to the impenitent, in concluding, the 
earnestness of this appeal to their hearts, was so fully evi- 
dent that many an eye overflowed, and many a cold heart 
must have been touched. 

Bessie left the church greatly refreshed in spuit ; she had 
been hungering and thirsting after righteousness, and she 
had been filled. Eeeling this, she silenHv thanked God 
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icived, and in an interesting conversation upon religious 
mbjects with Mi-a Douglass, they passed the time until 
.hey once more reached Mr. Morton's residenca 
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THE FIFTH AVENUE BALL. 

gUPEEELY beautiful looked Minnie Morton oi 
r evening, as, alioat quarter to elevei 
[ o'clock, she entered the parlor to wait for th< 
* carriage that waa to take them to the long talbec 
of party, given by Miss Suaie Linden. 

She wore a rich pink silk, with an overdress of poin1 
lace, while a necklace of pearls clasped with brilliants 
glittered upon her white and beautifully shaped neck. 
Her hair had been handsomely dressed by a skillful hair- 
dresser for the occasion, and white pearls contrasted £ue]j 
with the rich dark folds of raven tresses in which they 
were entwined; while upon her round fair arms pearl 
bracelets also reposed, clasped with diamonds. 

By her side, golden-haired Bessie Brown stood, arrayed 
in simple white tarlatan, with white half-blown rosebuds 
in her hair, and exquisite pearl ornaments also, upon her 
neck and arms. She seemed the personation of innocence 
and purity. 

No excuse would Minnie allow against her accomj;>any- 
ing her. One party she declared she must and should at- 
tend. 

Mr. Morton was to attend Bessie, (Mrs. Morton not be- 
ing able to go that night,) and a friend of Minnie's, a Mr. 
Oakland, was to be her escort, and as aU were ready they 
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sntered the carnage, and in aTiout five minutes approached 
;he scene of festivity. 

As it had Commenced to rain about noon that day, and 
iontinued wet, aa awning had been placed from the top of 
the front door running to the curb-stone, and a carpet also 
jovered the pavement and steps. For several blocks the 
jtreets were crowded with carriages, and so great was the 
5ress that full fifteen minutes elapsed, before Pomp could 
ipproach to allow the ladies to alight 
I The whole house was one brilliant illumination I As 
they passed into the doorway, the choice perfume of rare 
exotics greeted them, and on their way to their respectiTe 
dressing-rooms, Bessie noticed here and there, stands, 
nppn which were placed the most exquisite flowers. 

Through the house, in every room, stood bouquets of 
these floral gema. 

Leaving the dressing-room and rejoining the gentlemen, 
Bessie felt strangely timid at seeing so many bright faces ; 
and such a display of rich attire, laces, flowers, jewels and 
ornaments of every description, quite dazzled her 

Following the usher, they entered the crowded rooms, 
and after speaking to the host and hostess, and being 
presented to Miss Linden, they turned to a less irequented 
portion of the apartment 

Soon the band struck up a polka, and -Minnie went 
'whirling away in the &scinating mazes of the dance, en- 
circled by the arm of Mr., Oakland. 

B^e watched them as they passed and repassed where 
she stood, and acknowledged that none excelled her fiiend 
in beauty of person, or gracefalness of motion. 

Yet she shrank fi:om seeing her thus clasped in the 
arms of that young man, whirling so recklesaly around 
that crowded room. 
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It mattered not, that couple after eonple of young mi 
and maidens were occupied in the same manner ; her pu 
heart reTolted at sijcht of this disf^usting, feshionaK 
dance. 

She was turning away with a sigh, when a voice at hi 
elbow said — 

" Good evening, Miss B^sie, will you not join tl 
dancers, with your humble servant for a partner ?" 

" I do not dance, Mr. Percy, therefore will be but 
spectator to-night" 

" Let ua promenade in the hall, then, that is, if apace wi 
permit As we walk we can see into the room, and thu 
remark all that is worthy of notice." Placing her band o; 
his arm, he gently led her away, 

"You must feel lonely here, a stranger among so many 
What shall I do to amuse you ? I am entirely at you 
service." 

" Tell me the names of some of these elegantly dresset 
ladiea Por a begimiing, the name of tbat queenly womai 
iu. black velvet, with point lace and diamonds," returnee 
Bessie, 

" That is the rich and aristoKiratic Mrs. Leland, She ii 
a widow, and quite a shining light in the beau monde. 
Do you think her handsome ?" 

" Bather, but not to be compared with yonder exquisite 
little creature in white silk, with illusion overdress I She 
has quite a crowd of gentlemen fluttering in her train." 

" That is ^Miss Oehaan, one of the most heartless and 
accomplished coquettes of the season. Many a young man 
has been dazzled by her beauty, captivated by her flatter- 
ies, and cihished after being won, by her scorn Does she 
look so beautifiil to you, now that you can read her true 
character?" 
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''Beautiful! No! &■ from |t! Now^ she is all glare 
md tiBSDl, Sier beauty has faded, and she seems merely a 
sainted piece of vanity and frivolity." 

" So I ever regard her," returned Percy. " A moth 
lattering around a dangerous light, wt^ch must eventually 
corck if not utterly destroy. See now her perfect antipo- 
les ! Notice that dark-eyed girl in blue ; that is ope of 
Philadelphia's sweetest gems. Beljriugj pioua, aflahle, and 
miable, she is exactly all th^ ihs other ^ not Very 
iomestie in her tast^, she rarely mingles in. the gay world- 
Sfothing but her being on a visit of several weeks to liliss 
[Jindeu. could have induced her to m^e one in so gay a 
icena Allow me to introduce you ; I Ipiow yon will be 
pleased with her ; and then, as I see Mi^ Morton is diseu- 
'ag'ftd, I will endeavor to seoiire her hai^d for the Lancers, 
iust formipg." 

Bessie did indeed enjoy the compauiouship of Misa Dal 
ton,, and in an animated conversation that ensued she 
never noticed the lapse of time, lyitil ifc-, Morton ap- 
proached to lead her to supper, at the same time that Mr. 
Percy offered his arm to Misa Dalton ; Minnie, of course, 
b^ng escorted, as etiquette demanded, by Mr. Oakland. 

The supper was indeed a grand afiair ! Oysters in 
every mode, ice creams of every flavor, and confections of 
the choicest varieties. The centre pyramid was the ad- 
miralion of all, and the smaller ones of frozen peaches and 
oranges proved ec^ually luscious. 

Sut to Bessie, the flying of tJw champagne corks, and 
the maoy glasses that were used of that feshiouable bever- 
age, by young girls and matrons, gentlemen of mature 
years, and the boy of sixteen, filled her with dismay and 
confusion. To, her surprise and joy, however, she notice<] 
that Minnie rcftised the sparkling drink, and also thai 
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Percy did not join in the ^uae of tTie dangerous licLuo] 
Mr. Morton, howerer, drank one or two glasses, whU' 
young Oakland replenished hia eo often, tliat his manni 
changed perceptibly after its use, transforming him froi 
an apparently sensible young man into a silly .rattlebraii 
foolish and disgusling in the extreme. 

Poor Bessie was indeed shocked at this unexpecte 
phase of fashionable life . 

And well might a pure unsophiatieated heart shuddei 
at the giY)wing evil the love of intoxicating drinks is b( 
coming in refined and polite society in our great cities 
especially in New York. The daily use of claret, eham 
pagne, and wines, upon a feshionable table, the firee intrc 
duction of this exciting poison to all kinds of festivities 
parties and weddings, is hourly increasing, and the effect 
are becoming more and more visible and glaring. 

Young and old alike, often become infatuated with thi 
social glass, and thousands of blooming youth, beautifti 
womanhood, and even the brilliant talents of maturt 
years, are this moment fest hurrying to the drunkard's 
grave. 

Can naught be done to stay the ravages of this dread 
destroyer, drink ? Eeader, is there nothing you can do to 
stop the current of this wrong ? Are you a mother ? have 
yon no word of warning to utter to your heedless chil- 
dren, against the use of this infatuating poison ? Are you 
a sister, or a brother, frequenters both of scenes of gay 
revelry and pleasure, and cannot your refusal to quaff the 
sparkling beverage, that passes so gaily fi-om lip to lip^ 
have its influence for good? Or, fonder still, are you the 
one chosen dear one of a noble heart— noble, yet rushing 
thoughtlessly to ruin, by a glittering yet slippery road, 
and can you not whisper one word of entreaty, before it be 
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", dear timid reader, let me earnestly entreat you 
to go and do what you can, to destroy thia sinful practice, 
For the sate of God and of humanity, stretch out your 
arm, if it save but one poor deluded soul by the effort 

Be thantful i% by any chance, you save even one 
precious soul ! 

They returned to the parlor after supper, and then the 
band soon recommenced a lively air, and the German was 
the excitement of the next few hours. 

Bessie became heartily weary before the party broke 
up, and she was permitted to bid Mr. and Mrs. Linden, 
with their daughter, good night. 

As she re-entered the dressing-room to obtain her car- 
riage wrappings, she looked at her watch, and was not at 
all surprised at the lateness of the hour. 

It was three o'clock I 
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ME3. DOUGLA83 

■' The heirt taowoUj ila nmi Mttemeai." 

" A merry lieart makedi a QheatCol connteDBDCe t but by Borrov of tha heart tht 
Bptiit U broken."— Pboyebbs. 

gHE remainder of Bessie's visit passed more 
t quietly, yet to her, far more pleasantly. At 
i her urgent request, she was permitted to re- 
■ main with the lady to whom she had taten 
such an unaccountable faoey. Many a delightful hour 
she passed in her quiet apartment, while Minnie attended 
matinees, or, of an evening, gay theatrical performances, 
both pnbho and private ; while many large parties, several 
of which were in fancy dress, claimed the thoughtless 
^I's attention. What an amount of time was consumed 
in coUeeting and preparing dresses for these di^rent 
occasions, and what an outlay of money was necessary 
to prepare for each separate affair, could not but "be ob- 
served by sweet Bessie Brown, 

In the meantime she became deeply attached to the 
widow, so beautiftil, intelligent and pious, and she looked 
forward to the daily visit to her apartment, aa among the 
greatest charms of her stay. Sh§ found her a woman of 
the highest eulture, uncommonly accomplished, and one 
gifted with conversational powers, unequalled by any 
person she had ever met 
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Then she was a fine mitsician. 

OfieQ wlien the conversation would flag, to pleaae lier 
p-oimg friend she would seat herself at the piano, and play 
md sing until Bessie almost imagined herself in another 
,vorM, -surrounded hy influences marvellous and holy ; 
;hen wearying of that, she would take her guitar, and 
x)uch tiie strings, in strains exquisite, yet full of soul and 



Often on these occasions would the eyes of BesBie wan- 
ier &om that lovely face, that dehcately pencflled brow, 
iiid perfect features, so beautiful, so entrancing, to the por- 
trait hanging over the mantel, which was a striking one, 
taken when but seventeen, and the exclamation " bewitch- 
ing," had almost escaped her lips at meeting a half r<^uisb 
look in the full haael eye, and the smile that lingered 
around the most exquisite mouth and lips she ever painted 
even in fancy's dream. Y^ the beauty of that portrait 
was almost dazzling, and none that ever gazed at those 
sunny auburn ringlets, shading a brow of infantile purity, 
ever turned away without a second look, or low excla- 
mation at its loveliness. But now, there was lingering 
about Mrs. Douglass a certain someiiing B^ie could not 
account for ; a sadness peculiar to hersel;^ or a more 
thoi^htful expression than is usual, together with this 
wish for retirement, that was mysterious to the young girl's 
buoyant spirits, and so, as she listened to her rich full 
voice, and marked her small white hand touching those 
strings, she felt that she was charming in her seclusion, 
charming in her quiet room, 

" You are very fond of music, I see, dear Mrs. Douglass, 
and without flattering, I can say you are the finest amateur 
performer I ever listened to, save one. Oh, how I wish 
you could hear Cousin Paul in some of his enchanting 
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ariaa. You are so passionately fond of music, I know yov 
would be charmed." 

Bessie did not notice the face of Mrs. Douglass, as slit 
said these words, nor see the paleness that overspread bei 
"brow. 

"Who is that cousin yott speak o^ dear?" at last is- 
sued from the paling lipa of the widow. 

"No relative in reality," returned Bessie, "but a deai 
friend of papa's. Paul Kussell is his name. He is in 
Europe now, but I can never foi^get his exquisite musical 
composition. He composes nearly all he plays." 

There was no reply I The head of Mrs. Douglass re- 
mained bowed over the strings of her instrument, but her 
lips were colorless, and her hand trembled as she sought 
to adjust the strings. 

" Sometimes," Bessie continued, " his music is so mourn- 
ful you would think it the wail of a broken spirit ; then 
again so tender and so loving you would be sure he 
addressed some idohzed being, some darling of his. heart, 
yet it could not have been so, as Cousin Paul has never 
married, and this has continued for years." 

No reply— save a long, distressed sigh ; then suddenly 
Bebecca Douglass arose with a face pale as death could be, 
and throwing down her guitar, she slowly approached the 
window, which she sought in vain to raise. 

" You are deadly pale, Mrs. Douglass 1 Faint, I fear I sit 
down and I wiU raise the sash I" Then hastily seizing some 
eau de cologne, she applied it to her paUid brow. 

" I am better now, dear. It was but a momentary fe,int- 
ness to which I am subject ! I am sorry to have alarmed 
you !" 

" I am glad to hear you speak again 1 Ah ! the color is 
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lumiBg 1 Lie down awhile, ■will you not, until you are 
lite yourself?" 

" There 1" said she, throwii^ a handsome affghan over 
31 reclining form, and pressing a kiss upon her white 
Irehead, " now I will leave you for a quiet sleep, which 
lill certainly restore you !" 

She left the room aa she spoke, and as the door closed 
pon her retreating form, the small white hands of Mrs. 
OT:^lass were clasped half distractedly together, while 
ith a broken sob, and a gush of tears, the words burst 
om her pale lips, 

" Qod I in mercy forgive thy wretched child 1" 
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THE JANUAEY HECEPTION. 

SESSIB," exclaimed Minnie, one day, as alie en 
' tered her room through the passage leadinj 
I from her own, " I claim your company a wbih 
this morning I It ia Mrs. Oakland's January 
reception day, for ladies oaly, and of conrse we must go.' 

Bessie expressed herself pleased with the proposal— anc 
one o'clock was the hour appointed for their leaving home 

One o'clock came, and both girls looked lovely as 
dressed in exquisite visiting costume, their bright yonn^ 
faces radiant with smiles, they stepped into the earriagi 
and drove to Waverley Place, there to pay their devoirs tc 
the lady mentioned. 

Several carriages had but just driven away to makf 
room for others, after leaving their fair occupants at the 
door, so taking the place vacated, Pomp reined up his 
handsome horses at the entrance of an elegant residence, 
and the ladies, alighting, soon entered a parlor well fiUed 
with richly dressed, and some of them beautiful females. 
Passing quietly throi^h each group, followed by Bessie, 
Minnie made her way towards Mrs. Oakland and her three 
daughters, Ida, Mary, and Kate. 

After speaking awhile to each, they stood aside, Minnie 
recognizing, as she did ao, several ladies of her acquaint- 
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ica Among the number were Mr. and Mrs. linden, and 

hs Dalton. 

Bessie was pleased to meet one she so much, admired, 

id a few moments of pleasant convereation erisued, which 

aa interrupted by a servant offering them chocolate and 

.ke. , 
After partaking of these refreslmients, Minnie and 

^e bade Mrs, Oakland and her daughters adieu, and 

-entmng their carriage were soon at homa 

'On the whole, Bessie had passed a very pleasant morning. 

In the evening young Oakland and Charles Percy 

;ain called, and before they left invited the Jadies to ao- 
impany them to Delmonico's for oysters and ice cream. 

The walk down Broadway was delightftil, well wrapped 

i they were in warm cloaks, and fiirs. While walMrig 
3side Mr. Oakland, Bessie noticed the high spirits of Mia- 
ie as she leaned on the arm of Charles Percy, and the 
ish filled her heart, that they might be chosen partners 
>r lifa 

She imagined things veiging that way, but of course 
)uld not foresee the end, but anyway she wisely con- 
.uded to watch the course of events. 

So time rapidly winged its Sight, and the period of Bes- 
s's visit drew to a closa 

She began to dread her journey home, as, being totally 
nused to travelling, she feared the lonely route. 

Mr. Morton was to place her on the cars at Jersey City, 
nd her father, whom she how longed intensely to see^ 
rould meet her at the station. 

There was not the slight^t source for timidity, yet she 
id feel a strange dread steal over her whenever she 
sought of it. 

The morning came, cold, yet clear and cheerful. 
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Bessie was all in readiness, waiting the passage of b 
one short hour, 

"Missy Brown," said Sambo, as he opened the door 
the sitting-room, thrusting first his woolly head, then 1 
broad shoulders into the room, where he stood the pictu 
of indignation and injured self-respect, "dar auL a gemmi 
in de parlor gwine want for to see yon. Mighty, grai 
gemman too, I spect ; eoitldn't gib a speotable^culud pnss.i 
he name, when he axed him, ^ Spose he toot me fur o; 
ob dem debilish niggers, oos I got a black skin, and wool 
pate. "Well, bress de Lord, hopes I'll be soon safe jn glor 
and leave dis old carcass behind. Cussed old ting an; 
how ; dun kno what good it does to be bo tamal black- 
wish I had been suited as to what culler I'd like to a bet 
made ; gess I'd a been white nuff den. Ki ! ji 1" 

"A gentleman for me 1" exclaimed Bessie, as si 
smoothed her. face after the laugh occasioned by'poi 
Sambo's explosion, and prepared w descend to the waitk 
person, whoever he might prove to be. 

As she entered the parlor, a manly voice exclaimed, " M 
own darhng !" and a pair of arms drew her in a fond en 
brace. 

" Papa, you dear, dear papa," almost screamed the youii 
girl in her wild dehght, as she clung to the neck of ht 
loving parent. " 0, how glad I am to see jou!" 

" And I to see my own pet once more ! I have had 
lonely time without my Bessie." "^hen fondly kissing he 
again, he drew her to a seat beside him, 

" So you came all the way to meet me instead of merel;; 
to the station, you dear good man ?" 

"Yes, I could not think of your returning alone, a 
supposing a surprise would do you no harm, I came on 
Are you quite content to turn your face homeward now 
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my darling?" added he, passing his liand caressingly over 
her golden hair. 

" Yes indeed, papa ! I have had a delightful visit, but 
I am quite ready to return, and I know you are quite as 
ready to have me." 

The Morton family all rejoiced in Mr. Brown's arrival, 
as they had noticed Bessie's timidity, and sympathized, 
therefore, heartily in her joy. 

■ The adieus were soon spoken, Minnie promising to write 
often, everything that transpired, and amid kisses and car- 
esses, they tore themselves away. 

Their arrival at Cedar Lawn was warmly welcomed by_ 
housekeeper and servants, and as Bessie again entered her 
own neat and tasty apartment, she waa happy iu being 
there, and whispered to herself often through the day, 
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JONITIE MOETON TO BESSIE BROWN 
• Tiiine own friend, and Hiy tnUier'fl fiiend forsake Dot"— PaovEBBS. 

Mew Ioee, My ISi/i, 1864. 
SY dear^t Little Dork, according to promiae, I 
- -will speedily answer your loving questions, and 
_) you informed of the events tliat have 
occurred since I wrote you last 
How can I tell you of mamma's declining health ? She is 
anything hut well I The protracted heat of June, so unu- 
sual, quite prostrated her, and Dr. Lee strongly recom- 
mends the sea-side and salt water hathiag. Papa has decid- 
ed, therefore, to leave this city for Philadelphia, pass a few 
days there, then on to Cape May. 

I am to accompany them, and as several of my young 
acquaintaneea will he at the latter place during the season, 
I anticipate unbounded pleasura 

I wish dear Aunt Rebecca could be persuaded to make 
one of the party ; but to all our pleadings she turns a^ deaf 
ear. Nothing can induce her again to visit a fashionable 
watering-place. You would be surprised to know how 
much she needs a change of air. ^he seems very feeble — 
not exactly sick, yet certainly she has undergone great 
prostration of strength, and general debility. Dr. Lee tried 
to persuade her to accompany us, but in vain, so she will 
n in the home during our absence, and Mrs. Smith, an 
e majnma has for years employed in sick- 
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ness, will stay with her ; thus, as the servants are long tried 
and faithful, she will have little care and perfect quiet, 
which last she thinks indispensable in her presept state. 

" Samho," said mamma to that worthy individual this 
morning, "you wiU take good care of Mrs. Douglas 
while we are gone, won't yon?" 

" Yes ma'am, missus, sartin sure I will ; and if one ob 
dem debilish n^gers speak one disrespectfnl word to dat 
ffngei ob light, if dey don't see stars, its jus cause de arm 
oh dis yere clule has lost its cunning I dat's a fact !" 

" Why, what would you do. Sambo ?" asked mamma, 
simply to draw him out, for we ail love^to hear him talk. 

" Do I missus, do ? set em a-kiting as sure as my name'5 
Sambo Johnson; make em beg for quarters down on dare 
nigger bones. Golly I if dey don't say prayers mighty 
quick den, I don't knpw beans, dats all. Ki I yi I But 
Missus, I specs deal ob trouble wid Pomp, Dretful sassy 
limb, dat Pomp, and pears to me he gets worser and worser 
ebecy day. Be imperdent dog told me dis blessed morn, 
in, 'Sambo,' saidhe, 'younebberget to hebbenlongasyou 
lib I" 

" ' Specs not,' says I, ' but specs to when I die, fast nuiE' 

" ' Yes I nigger hebben, but not to white folks hebben 
let me tell you ! You only see de cellar kitchen ob him." 

" JTow missus, I hit him a crack for dat, longside hia 
sassy pate, but I keeps tinkin on it eber since, and peara 
like I can't stan it long. WhaAyou say now — ^is dare two 
hebbens up dare ? cause if dere is, I don't know what's to 
become of dis poor chile ; if I can't go wid de white folks, 
I'll neber go wid dem debilish niggers no how! so I specs 
I shall have to roost wid de chickens on de fence, all thro' 
eternity," 

" No Sambo, not at aU. Pomp did wrong to tease you. 
There is only one heaven and one God, You are just as 
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welcome to go to that heaven as any one else," returned 



" De Lord be praised ibr datl" almost Bhouted the poor 
fellow, and he went back to the kitchen all smiles, singing, 

"I'ta bound trade l&nd obCwiaa.' 

As you may imagine, a jaunt to ao gay a place, requires 
quite an outfit, so I can assure you I have been very busy ; 
shopping, attending to dressmakers, and packing, requires 
time and patience. Happily I am through, only bring- 
ing such matters to a close, leaves me very tired. "We 
start early to-morrow morning, and as I wish, to tell 
you something of our arrival, I will place this sheet in my 
portfolio, my portfolio in my trunk, and finish at ano- 
ther time. 

Phtt.jbbt.phu, July leOt. 

Seated in a large and cheerful room in the Continental 
Hotel, although late, I will occupy a few moments, in 
telling ray darling Bessie of our safe arrival. Mamma 
was quite fatigued when we reached Kensington Depot, 
and as several moments elapsed beforS the baggage had 
been attended to, and a carriage secured, I felt very 
anxious on her account. As soon as she was in her own 
apartment, however, she sought a short- sleep, wliieh re- 
freshed her. Dear mamma 1 I hope I can soon write that 
she is well, perfectly well. 

This aftercoon we took a stroll down Chestnut Street, 
and were amply repaid by seeing the crowds of feir Phil- 
adelphia ladies, many of whom we considered very beau- 
tiful. We walked as far as Independence Hall, and enter- 
ing, we ascended the winding stairs of this celebrated 
building, and from its top, obtained a splendid sight of 
Philadelphia and its surroundings, and certainlywe could 
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not but be pleased witb tbia magniQeent view, of a mag- 
nificent city. Eetuming, we strolled up Walnut Street, 
and were charmed witb tbe neatness and beauty of tbia, 
the Fiftb Avenue of tbe place. 

July nth'. — To-day we visited the United States Mint, 
and papa was much interested in tbe process of coining. 
Tbe gold room was especially attractive, and we held bara 
of that precious metal, worth 1500 doUars, in our band at 
onee. After registering our names, and examining the 
coins and curiosities, some of very great antiquity, there 
on exbibition, we left, miicb gratified with the visit 

On our return, we 'dropped into tbe Academy of Na- 
tional Seiences, on Broad Street, and spent about two 
hours, examining a most wonderful collection of stuffed 
animals and birds, while tbe mummies, eteletons, and 
skulls of different races of mankind, as well as skeletons 
of mid beasts, were strange and interesting. But by far 
the most entertaining specimens of tbe collection, were 
found in the room appropriated to omitbology. Here, 
thousands of birds, of every size and variety, delighted the 
eye, while their many colored and brilliant plumage waa 
beautiful beyond description. Flamingo, swan, ostrich, and 
eagle, were but a few of the large kind, wbile of the smaller, 
from tbe magnificent bird of paradise, to hundreds 'of 
varions species of humming-bird, a more rare or "perfect 
collection of the " feathered race," can ^never be found, 
than is inclosed within those walla. 

In the afternoon we rode to Laurel Hill, a sweet and 

charming spot on the banks of tbe Schuylkill, fully equal 

to our anticipations, but by no means equal, in natural 

scenery and manificence, to our own favorite Greenwood. 

So you see we have been busy indeed, sight-seeing, 
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during our short but pleasant stay in li'hilaclelpliia, ttie 
City of Brotherly Love ! 

I am very weary, Bessie dear, so much so, that I would 
&ia bid you a fond good night. To-morrow, we have a 
few more spots of interest to visit, such as Girard College, 
Moyamensing Prison, eta, and then — ho I for the old 
Atlantic. 

Minnie. 
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UINNTE TO BESSIE 



Bx Ta£ SsA, Aug. Isl. 
i jou angry, pet mine, at my long and un- 
accountable silence? Two weeks in this 
channing spot and not one whisper to Little 
Dork, to remind her of my unwavering love, or 
to tell of my deep and soul-felt happiness. 

" Yes ! darling. I have something sweet to tell you ; 
something that causes my heart to flutter, and my cheek 
to flush, as I write. 

Dearest, can you guess the secret ? 
But why anticipate ? I will chronicle the facta as they 
have transpired, and then leave you to imagine my deep 

joy- 

"We arrived at Cape Island safely, and soon felt at home 
in Congress HaJl. 

Our apartments are very small, yet comfortable, feeing 
the otean. 
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The Tiew of the mighty sea, irom my window, is superb 
and the roar of its dashing waves nightly lulls me to 
repose. 

Sometimes I sit entranced, watching the huge swell of 
the billows, as they gather in the distance, coming nearer, 
and nearer, the white foam on their crested heads glitter- 
JBg in the sunlight like so many brilliants, then curling 
themselves for one grand effort, they rise higher and 
higher to dash upon the shore with a mighty leap, and in 
a moment disappear, only for another equally laj^ 
equally sparkling, to take its placa 

Then the charming walts-upon the sandy beach, at the 
hoar when the moon rises so ^andly, hovering in a ball 
of clear bright brilliance in the starht sky, throwing the 
most beautiful rays upon the rolling waters, making long 
streams of amber, sparkling jewels, and dazzhng hght as 
they stream around, how can I describe them 7 

Sometimes the ocean seems a sheet of liquid gold, then 
again , one soHd chain of diamonds, and once more, green, 
blue and orange, rival each other on the bosom of the 
waves, while afar off, gleams a light from Cape Henlopen, 
over the sea, and a little farther down the beach the 
beautiftil revolving Hght, from the Light-house on the 
Island, sheds its mellow ray. 

Sometimes, weary of wandering, we turn to the beau- 
tifiil Columbia House PavUJon, and ascending the steps, 
seat ourselves to watch the splendor of the night, and the 
majesty of the starlit sea. 

Oh, Bessie, my friend, how I wish you were here 1 I 
know your pure, pious heart would swell with gratitude 
to God, whUe gazing at his wonders on the deep. I 
imagine exactly what you would say. I can see exactly 
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the holy light that would jlluminate your brow, could 
your eyes but rest upon these scenes. 

Ah ! why am I so different ? Why so reckless, and so 
absorbed by fashion and fiivolitv ! To nieht. I would I 
were a Christian 1 

The bathing is delightful, and as all the hotels are 
crowded, the beach presents, at eleven, a gay and striking 
scene, 

Crowds of carnages filled with spectators are standing 
aroundj while hundreds stroll on foot to enjoy the sight. 

Out aa far as the Bar, are myriads of bathers, laughing, 
shouting, and full of merriment, while the grotesque and 
varied costumes mate the spot a perfect carnival. On the 
beach, some in bathing dresses gaily trimmed, are running 
towards lihe water ; one laugh, one spring, and the waves 
clasp them in their close embrace. Then again some bather 
is just emerging from the sea, dripping, laughing, with 
streaming hair from which big drops are falling ; £ ' 
yet fall of inn they scud along to the bath-h< 
when the gauntlet of hundreds of eyes have been safely 



I love our daiJy dip in Neptune's foamy bed ! I love to 
feel the water dash over my form, to give the spring with 
each heaving bUlow. Mamma enjoys it alsa She is 
gaining strength rapidly, and each bath invigorates and 
renews her hitherto sinking system. 

Yesterday about four, after we had enjoyed our bath, 
had a refreshing sleep, dressed and dined, I met papa upon 
the hall of the second story, who requested me to repair to 
the parlor, as a friend wished to see ma 

Little dreaming of the glad surprise in stxjre for me. 
I tripped lightly dowh^ but not before I caught a quizzi- 
cal look in papa's dark eyes. 
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As I entered, for a wonder, the parlor was vacant, with 
the exception of a single gentleman who stood with his 
back toward the door, by the piano, looking at some 
mtisic. 

I had nearly reached his side before he turned, and then 
I saw Charles Percy. 

How bright and happy he looked, as he took my hand 
in his, not seeming to notice the deep blush, I felt was 
sweeping over my cheek and brow. 

" I was so lonely without you, Miss Minnie, that I could 
not refi-ain from foUowing to this distant spot. Am I wel- 
come ?" 

"Indeed you are; I cannot express my pleasure and sur- 
prise," I retamed, in tones scarcely audible, for my heart 
was in a strange flutter, and my voice trembled with ex- 
eitementw 

He had never clasped my hand so' tenderly before, 
never had I seen the look that then met mine in other 
days, and a thrill of joy rushed through my soul, at the 
thought that now he felt, as I had long wished that he 
might feel ! Bessie, darling, was I not happy ? 

Others entering the room, we seated ourselves for awhile 
conversing on events that had transpired since we parted 
in New York ; then, as the grounds looked shady and in- 
viting, he proposed walking around their large and exten- 
sive limits. 

That night there was to be a hop in the ball-room of 
our hotel, and as I was to be present, Percy promised to 
be there. As I re-entered the hall, Percy again took my 
hand in parting, and again a gentle pressure was felt upon 
my fillers, and a deep, earnest, tender look, flashed from 
his eyes to mine as he turned away to return to the Oo 
lumbia House, where he was s 
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I dressed for the hop -with tincommon care that night, 
and as I clasped my white sUk, with its fine lace over- 
dress around my hounding heart, a sigh of deep satisfac- 
tion buist from my lips. 

My fingers trembled too, as I placed white flowers within 
the black folds of my hair, and fastened ornaments upon 
my wriste and neck. 

They trembled, hut not in grief I no I what then ? 

Gould tlie emotion that caused that fluttering, be love ? 

I enjoyed the evening vastly ; Percy was my partner in 
almost every dance ; he was by my side &om the moment 
of my entrance, and I was contented that- he should be 
there. 

Once, as we whirled in a gay mazurka, he whispered in 
my ear, 

""Would that my arms could ever be your support, 
sweet Minnie, as now, in the mazes of this dance I" 

Dear Bessie, I can never describe the glad joy those 
words occasioned, for be it softly wluspered, I have long 
fovec^. Charles Percy, 

" Will you ride to Diamond Beach with me to-morrow, 
at nine, Minnie ?" whispered he, as I bade Mm good night 
at the close of the entertainment 

I consented and drawing my hand from his, I ran 
eagerly to my room to still the tumult lihat reigned in 
my bosom, in solitude, and silenca 

The morning came bright and sunny, and as Percy 
handed me into the buggy and. lightly sprang to my side, 
he gathered the liues in one hand, but the other stole into 
my lap, and mine was a prisoner. 

Scarcely one word was spoken in that four miles drive, 
but I knew that there never was a happier heart than my 
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owB, nor Mn I wrong m adding, that Am atao was filled 
with deep and heartfelt joyfttlness. 

He tied the horse at the top of the hill after lifting me 
to the ground, and drawing my hand within his arm, we 
descended to the heaeh, that justly celebrated spot , 

And there, with the white waves dashing, singing, chant- 
ing on the one side, the high bank, with its countless millions 
of diamonds and many colored stones covering its whole 
fix)nt on the other; standing on a sandy beach, with 
myriads of shining Cape May gems under our feet, we 
whispered our firet vows of love and devotion, and 
solemnly plighted our troth. 

Yes, Bessie, I have promised to be Percy's wife, and 
when the hour comes that unites ua, may I not claim the 
fiilfiUment of your promise, ^ven in onr school days, that 
you would be my first bridesmaid ? ' 

Kemember I shall look for you there, 



Hosteatv Google 



GHAPTER XVTL 

tEONI MAEETTZI. 



JUNT EEBECOA," said Mirmie, one day abont 
I three months after her return &om Cape 
j Island, aa she bounded into Mra. Douglass' 
■ room, where that lady was sitting engaged with 
her needle-work, " how I wish you could have seen Char- 
ley juat now 1 he had the blues so dreadfully, and aayou 
could never guess the cause, I will tell you. Last night 
we passed the evening at Mra. Austin's, in Twenty -second 
Street, and just to see how the 'green eyed monster' 
would affect Charley, I flirted desperately with her son, 
that handsome Arthur. Alt for sport, you hnow, for I do 
love Charley dearly ; only a hannle^ flirtation I The ef- 
fect was splendid, I assure you — ^the poor fellow was as 
jealoiis aa I could wish, and he has not recovered his 
spirits yet" 

Laughing heartily as she spoke, at the remembrance of the 
sad face she had parted with, a few moments before, Minnie, 
glanced at her aunt, but her gaiety was instantly checked 
by seeing that her face was colorless as marble, while her 
&flme was in a perfect tremor, so deep was her emotion. 
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" Aunt Eebeeca, dear Aunt Rebecca, what is tlie matter? 
What have I done to eaiise this agitation?" exclaimed 
Minnie, as she hent over her, alarmed at the singular emo- 
tion of her usually calm, although pensive relative. 

" Minnie, my dear child," said Mrs. Douglass after 
awhile, when she had governed her feelings to a certain 
extent, " you Imow not the horrors that one word flirta- 
tion ever throws over my heart ; the long train of remorse- 
ful recollections it ever brings to my mind. Minnie, 
never, as yon value the love of Charles Percy, as you 
value your own happiness through life, never again suffer 
yourseU' to be led into a flirtatiion. If you would avoid 
the misery that must ever haunt the life of Rebecca 
Douglass, if you would- avoid the nights of sleepier re- 
morse, the years of agony that have withered her heart 
and feelings, despise being a flirt ! despise what you have 
just styled ' ahannless flirtation.' Harmless 1 it has beeu 
the bane of my existence ! harmless I yet the willful 
■wounding of another's affections have made your aunt 
twice a murderess." 

She paused, while large tears stood upon her eyelashes, 
as she leaned her pale cheek upon her hand, then motion- 
ing for her to go, she whispered. 

" Come to me in one hour ;" and with her words and 
looks still vividly before her eyes, Minnie withdrew, ilntil 
the appointed tima 

The hour had passed; and twenty minutes more glided 
slowly on, before the door qf Mra Douglass' room opened 
to summon Minnie to her side again ; but as she entered, 
the traces of tears, as well as the pallor of her cheeks, told 
that her agitation had been of no trifling character. 

" Minnie dear," said she, as, after seating her by her side, 
she had placed two miniatures upon the table before her; 
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" I know your cariosity, as well as surprise must have 
been excited by tlie words I uttered a little while ago, and 
although it will be a painful task for me to unfold the 
history of my past life, still it may prove a warning, and 
save you many sad hours ; therefore I feel that I must sacri- 
fice my dread, and relate those events for the sate of the good 
that may result from the history. Oh, remember, darling, 
wh^i you see me in a new and guilty light, remember that 
from the depths of a burdened soul, irom. the recesses of 
a broken heart, I have repented — bitteriy repented ; and I 
trust that guilty though I have been, G^od, in his great 
mercy, has foigiven me. While, therefore, I relate the 
distressing recollections that cluster around me, my prayer 
shall be that the iuture life of my niece may bear the 
imprint of no such dark clouds, and that not even a 
shadow of jealousy may ever glide between her future 
husband and herself." 

She paused, and after a moment of deep thought, con- 
tinued : 

" I was, as you already know, an only daughter, and 
many years had passed away after the birth of my only 
brother and your father, before I saw the light, and when 
I did, it was to become the pet and darling of the whole 
household. My parents resided then, and indeed until 
my e^hth year, in the lower part of New Tork city, as this 
■was in those days its most fashionable portion. At that 
tune we removed to St, Mark's Placa I was still very 
young when I began to receive attention as a young lady, 
fi-om the numerous visitors at my father's house, and when 
nf)t yet sixteen, I had made several conquests ; for even at 
this early age, I gave evidence of being a decided 
coquette. L had flirted with my cousin, Albert Graham, 
a young student at Columbia College, until I had brought 
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him in despair at my feet, only to laugh and ridicule bis 
distress, as I told him I had no love for him. I had 
glanced at a handsome youth, living directly opposite oiir 
residence, and had carried on a long flirtation with him 
from my window, until, after bowing several times in 
Broadway, he had joined me in my walks, and attended 
me home, and after visiting the house every day for two 
weeks, he Lad made me an offer of his hand and heart, 
only to he refused, with great apparent indignation at his 
presumption, but in reality with secret triumph at my own 
success ia winning hearts. But, Minnie, those were QjS 
nothing to the deep, dark flirtations of my after life, when, 
although hut eighteen, I was the acknowledged helle and 
beauty of New York. 

I was leaving the breakfast table one morning when my 
fether detained me a moment by asking — 

"If I ever saw the young Italian singer, Leoni Ma- 
rettai ?" 

" No, papa," was my reply to the question ; " but I have 
often heard him spoken of, witb the warmest praisa" 

" Well," said my father, " I engaged him yesterday, to 
give you lessons on the guitar. Poor fellow ! he labors 
hard at hia profession, and supports hia mother and two 
sisters by hia musical talente. He ia not long for this 
world, I supp<Ke, aa he haa bled at the lungs several times, 
and the hectic on his cheet^ with hia hacking cough, tell 
too plainly, that consumption haa already a deep hold 
upon ita victinx I could not but feel sad, as a friend 
related to me his history, and so I sent to engage his ser- 
vices for youl he will be here to-day \a give his first 
lesson." 

I smiled aa I left tbe room, and was very happy all that 
morning, for I had often heard of the young Italian, of hia 
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splendid musical powers, as ■well as the singular beauty of 
his face, and tlie hours seemed to hang heavily on my 
hands, so eager was I to meet my new teacher, I coiild 
not account for the interest I felt in the young man's story, 
or for the care I bestowed upon my toilet that morning, 
or the many times I consulted my glass, to see if every 
ringlet was placed in the most becoming position, and if 
every article of my dress was in the most exquisite taste. 

He came, and my heart beat tumultuously, as I met the 
deep beauty of those lustrous eyes, and marked the pale, 
yet perfect face of the young stranger, and even in that 
first, glance, the determination stole into my heart that 
Leoni Marettzi should love ma I did not regard his fee- 
ble health, I did not heed the pale cheeks and hollow 
cough of the young man. I did not think of the mother 
and sisters left alone, in a strange land, of the effect a 
disappointed affection might have on his already weakened 
frama I thought not of all this. I only thought of the 
triumph of making a conquest of the handsome stranger ; 
I only resolved, nay vowed, that he.should pay the hom- 
age ' of his love to my beauty. 

I will not tell you how, day. after day, i dressed and 
labored for this object ; how, day after day, I sought to 
ingratiate myself into his affection, and all apparently in 
vain. He appeared to be above my reach ! his thoughts 
seemed to be too fer &om earth, to think of the fascina^ 
tions of a beauty ; too high and elevated to be touched by 
her enchantments ; and with a bitter disappointment, did 
1 confess, at the end of two months, that but once or twice 
had I seen him give the least evidence of feeling my 
power, and then it was but in a passing glance, or his 
heightened color, as, in placing my guitar, he accidentally 
touched my hand, and that was alL 
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I was baffled, but I did not give it up. 

I had gone down sooner than usual one day, after he 
■was announced, and entering the room, I was surprised and 
inwardly dehghted at his occupation. He stood with his 
back towards me, in front of my portrait, and seemed to 
be lost in thought, for he did not notice my entrance, or 
see me at all, until f stood beside him and had placed my 
hand softly upon his arm, and then he blushed painfully, 
and stammered, as he bade me good morning. It augured 
well, and my spirits rose in proportion. His visit that 
morning was unusually long, and I exerted every nerve to 
follow up the impression I saw that I had made. ■ I sang 
my very prettiest ; I gave him some of my softest looks, 
and sweetest words, and before he arose to leave me, I 
invited him to make one at my birthday party, that 
evening. 

" It is my eighteenth birthday, and you must help me 
celebrate it," I said, in a low tona I paused for a reply ; 
it came, and I was disappomted, 

"My place. Miss Morton, is not amid the rich and 
happy !" he said, with a deep s^h ; " I am but a poor 
mnsic-teaeher, and my station is at my humble home, with 
my mother, and my sistera No, lady ! I must not 
come I" 

"Leonil" said I, in a reproachful tone, and blushing 
deeply, as I pronounced the name, for I had never called 
him this before — "Leoni, then you will mar the happi- 
ness of my whole evening. How cruel!" and my eyes 
filled with tears as I spoke, for I was bitterly disappointed. 

" Miss Morton — Eebeeea !" said he, seizing my hand, 
and pressing it passionately to his burning lips, "if I 
dared to think that my poor presence was — " he stopped, 
for my father's step was heard, biil the look of joy he 
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gave me, as I returned, the pressure of his hand, before 
withdrawing mine, can never be forgotten. 

" You will come to my daughter's party to-nightj Mr, 
Marettzi ?" said my fether, a few moments after, as he 
arose to go. 

"Oh yes, certainly — ^with the greatest pleasure !" stam- 
mered the young Italian, as, bowing gracefully, he left the 
room. 

" Poor fellow !" said my Mher ; " hia lot is so sad, I could 
not resist inviting him 1 Do be polite to him to-night, 
Rebecca 1 see that he enjoys himself for once, at least." 

I was polite I yes, cruelly polite 1 I walked with him 
in the promenade 1 I spoke to him in my most winning 
manner, and I even declined dancing several times, for 
the sake of being beside hiin. Thus did the evening pass, 
and the happiness that sparkled in the eyes of Leoni, and 
the violent beating of his heart, which I could feel as my 
hand lay upon his arm, whenever his eyes met mine — ^tolcl 
me he was happy, and also told me what I more wished 
to know, that he loved, 

It was late, and I was standing in a recess, by the win- 
dow, conversing gaily to my poor victim, when I saw my 
&ther approaching with a stranger, who had just arrived, 
and as L looked for the first time upon the manly and 
iiitellectual beauty of your uncle, ( continued she, as she 
placed the miniature of a noble looking young man in 
Minnie's hand,) my heart bounded, and my color deep- 
ened, and from that moment, poor Leoni Marettzi was 
forgotten. 

" Kebecca, allow me to introduce to you, the son of an 
old and valued fiiend I My daughter — Mr. Douglass." 

I blushed again, as I bowed in return to h 
salutation, and when, in another moment^ I stood i 
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the dancers with my hand in his, I was m a perfect tumult of 
excitement; for, from the first time I saw him, I resolved 
to win Clement Douglass. An hour passed away in his 
, company, and wlule I listened to his words, so ftill of in- 
telligence and thought, not once did I remember, or eren 
turn my eyes towards Mr. Marett2d, who was still stand- 
ing in nearly the attitude and place he occupied when I 
left him, eagerly watching ray every movement ; nor was 
it until, when standing alone for a moment, after the sup- 
per, he approached, and asked me to promenade, that I 
even recollected that there was such a person in exis^nca 
We walked up and down the splendidly hghted rooms a 
few times, and then, unnoticed by myself^ for my thoughts 
were with Mr. Douglass, he tamed from the crowd, and 
led me to the cool piazza, which was vacant and still, and 
after traversing it silently, for awhile, my companion sur- 
prised me by an eloq^uent and thrilling declaration of his 
leva He told me how he had come to me in poverty and,' 
sorrow — how from the very first he had loved, but how he 
had struggled against the feeling, knowing that the ditfer- 
ence of our station and position in society would make 
*n union impossible. Then, when he had succeeded in 
smothering his feehngs into subjection, as he supposed, he 
toid how I had bidden him hope, by my manner, and my 
smiles, and how, feeling that he was not indifferent to me, 
he had been led to tell of his devoted love, and to sue for 
a return. 

Never could I describe the feelings with which I listened 
to those words, so long desired, yet now so worthless. 
Pride, remorse, triumph, and indignation, all struggled to- 
gether in my bosom, and for an instant, prevented a reply ; 
then, snatching away .the hand he had taken, I gave hiTo 
a look of the deepest scorn, and commanded him to cease, 
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bidding him never again iiisuU me by such words, and 
ended by asking how he dared misconstrue the kind- 
ness arising from the pity I felt for his fow condition, into 
encouragement and lova Yes 1 I said those very words 1 
I, Rebecca Morton, I forgot myself so far as to taimt a 
fellow creature with his poverty, after injuring him so 
deeply as I had done, and he, too, fast passing to the grave. 
"Never shall I foi^et the look of agony he gave me, or the 
heart-broken tones of his voice, as he said, 

" May God forgive you, Miss Morton, for trifling as you 
have done, with the feelings and affections of another, and 
may He spare yon from ever undergoing such anguish as 
you have inflicted on ma" 

His face was almost ghastly as he ceased speaking, so 
deadly was hia paleness, and with a quick motion he 
placed his handkerchief to his hps and turtted away, hut 
not before I saw that it was Btained with blood. I could 
^ot speak, so deep was my alarm, hut I sprang forward to 
detain him ; — too late, he had gone, and I never saw him 
mora. A couple of weeks passed by, and -then I read 
his name among the deaths in a daily paper, but I was so 
deeply interested in Clement Douglass, that I could 
breathe but a passing sigh of r^ret, and then the sad 
and early fate of Leoni Marettzi was thought of bo more. 
Days glided on into weeks, and yet hourly .was I becom- 
ing more and more infatuated with - the intelligent Mr. 
DoT:^]as3, whose place was daily at my side, and who 
seemed to be equally pleased with myself; then, when the 
first words of love fell from his lips — when he first told 
me I was dear to him, it was with a proud and happy heart 
that I placed my hand in his, and whispered a blushing 
consent to be his own forever. Those were happy days 
that followed, for there was but one thought to east even a 
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shadow upon our iearta, and that thouglit was bis un- 
avoidable departure for South America, to be absent 
eighteen months previous to our marriage. The hours 
passed swiftly on, and then the day came that parted us 
for so many weary months, and with t«arfai eyes, aud a 
heavy heart, I received his last embrace and kiss, and then 
he was gone, and I was sad, and oh, how lonely. 

My parents had been mneh pleased with my acceptance 
of Mr, Douglass ; they had become so accustomed to my 
" affairs of the heart," as they termed them, that they 
hardly knew what to expect as the result of my present 
infatuation. 

Had I not not seemed equally infatuated with a dozen 
others to say the last ? 

"When Mr. Douglass, however, waited ixpon them, for. 
mally requesting the hand of their daughter, assuring them 
that he had obtained her consent, they were delighted, as 
of all the gentlemen that had ever visited at their house, 
ho was the only one they desired to call, by the ■ name oJ 
son. 

He was in truth all they could ask for their idolized 
chUd. Of excellent moral character, son of one the firsi 
femilies in the country, and very wealthy, it was with un, 
bounded delight that they had given their consent to our 

They regretted exceedingly, however, hfe early departure 
for so long a time ; they knew the filing of their chUd, and 
trembled when they thought of that separation, and with 
anxious aud foreboding hearts they bade him adieu. 
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LUOr RANDOLPH. 

■' Btandjng vitb, tehictaat Seat, 
Where the hroot and river mee^ 
Womanhood ana ohildhood fleet 1" 

LONQFEUAT. 

She is lying, 

WIOi h&r ilpa ^lart, 

Softly I 
She U dying 

i, I was very lonely," continued Mrs. Douglasa, 
" after my affianced husband left New York 
1 My engagement had been quite widely 
' known among my gentleman acq^naintances in 
the city, therefore, one by one bad left off visiting me, 
mailing qnite a void after he sailed In consequence of 
this fidling off, I could not mingle much in the society of 
the sterner sex, and so found no opportunity to commence 
a new flirtation. 

You look surprised ! Could it be, you would say, that 
you would so forget yourself had you such an opportunity ? 
Ah, Minnie darling, how can I' toil you the evil that 
lurked so many years in my guilty soul, the passion that 
caused such dreadful desolation ? How true are the words 
of inspiration " the heart is deceitful above all things, and 
desperately wicked" 
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I had tliouglit my love for Clement Douglass a pure 
and devoted affection, tut after-events told tliat I was mis- 
taken. His position in society — his great wealth, and ex- 
cellent family, had not been without their weight I re- 
spected him, and thought I loved him, but it was not the 
wi]d, consuming passion, that afterward overtook and en- 
chained ma 

Alas, poor Douglass ! 

A few weeks after his departure I reeeived a pressing 
invitation from a young lady fiiend, to pay her a visit at her 
home on the banks of the Hudson ; and as in the autumn 
she was to be united to a gentleman to wb.om she was 
ardently attached, making this my only opportunity of 
meeting her in her beautiful home, I gladly consented. 

It was then on a lovely morning in June that I found my- 
self upon a steamer, gliding through the waters of our own 
beautiful and fer-famed Hudson, casting looks of wUd and 
enthusiastic delight upon the magnificent scenery around ; 
for I was a passionate admirer of the vaiied leaves of the 
book of nature, and was ever on the watch for the pictur- 
esque and the beautiful. But I will not linger to des- 
cribe the well known scenes that meet the eye on a 
passage up the Hudson, nor will I stay to picture my 
arrival at " Silver Lawn," as the beautiful residence of 
Mr. Eandolph was called, or the wild joy with which 
Lucy sprang foi'ward to meet me. - 

Poor Lucy ! I can see her now as she was then ; the 
same sunny ringlets, the same blue eyes, and perfect smile, 
that you see in the miniature before you. 

Ah ! she was beautiful, and so pure and gentle in her 
manners 1 but poor child, could she have read the future, 
when she welcomed so warmly the arrival of Bebecca 
Morton, could she have seen the tears that arrival would 
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cause, and the early grave— but I wili not anticipate tlie 
evil that cornea but too swiftly at best; so ■wUl return 
from my digression, to the Lucy that strove to entertain 
me, on that first day at Silver Lawn, She told me of her 
pleasures and amusements ; she led me over their eharm- 
ijig mansion, and then guiding me to a beautiiul hower of 
roses, that stood near the centre of the garden, and com- 
manded a view of the whole landscape around, she pointed 
to all the beauties that surrounded their homa 

It was indeed a matchless scene that met my eye, when, 
following the direction of her finger, I gazed upon the 
pure white village church, where, from the tall old spire, 
the sweet toned hell announced, each Sabbath day, the hour 
for prayer and praisa It was a sunny afternoon ! so 
calm, so still ! the very blue upon the sty seemed to my 
excited fancy more pure and deep than ever ; while the 
long rays of sunshine, as they quivered from that white 
spire to the green below, seemed to the heart that had 
bathed in its golden Hght, almost to burst from Heaven. 
Eut we could not linger long to gaze upon the sunshine 
by the village church, but turned our eyes to the grand 
old woods, that rose in lordly majesty behind it. Never, 
never did I see anything more charming than the contrast 
of the deep blue canopy, and the dark green shade that 
rested upon the waving leaves of the beech, and the ash, 
the walnut, and the midberry, whose many branches were 
twined firaoefiilly together, while 

" Mysterious whisperings. 
And sounds like half heard Toicea, dwell among Oiern !" 

How swiftly did they sway to and fro in the gentle 
breeze I how perfect was the form and color of each tender 
leaf, and then their shadows, as they were reflected on the 
tall grass, were truly beautiful 1 
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"Iloye the leaTea— who would not lore Bach eilent monitors ? — 

They wate b. thoi^ht that far above all eaithl; feeling eldia ; 

They spring alike on fertile bowers, and on the barren tree, 

Let others grasp the fruit and flowers, — the leaves, Iheleaves tea me." 

But we turned away from the old woods, too, after a 
long, lingering gaze, and allowing our eyes to wander 
down tlie road, passing the beautiful residences, that were 
sprinkled here and there ; we lingered in ecstasy upon the 
splendid water-view so widely spread before ua. Oh, how 
the water sparkled in the sun as it dashed along, now 
pausing in its course, lying peaceful and still for a second, 
then dancing up into graceful waves as they rushed 
onward, whUe the white foam quivered in the sunbeams, 
as they played upon the rising bUlows. Then came a 
vessel, with its snowy sails floating in the air ; bow grace- 
fully she gbded, like a white spirit through the water, 
riding iipon the waves, while the spray played up against 
her sides, then dashed away as if in delight at their own 
airy movements. One could not help knowing, as he 
gazed upon the calm beauty of the scene, and the noble 
swell of the waters, that he was looking at the Hudson, 
— the beautiful Hudson, whoso Highlands and Palisades 
have a place in our warmest affections, and to which the 
historian turns a glance of love and gratified ambition. 

All this, did Lucy show me ! all the beauties of the 
spot did she point out for ray entertainment, and then, 
when all were seen, and the last word of delight had been 
Kpoken, thes she passed her arm around me, and told of 
her love for one^ whom for various reasons of my own, I 
will call Fay Leslie, although, dear Minnie, tliat was not 
his name. Yes ! she told me of her deep trusting love ; 
how he had won her by his gentle words, and low iascinat- 
iug tones, and of the happy hours the fiiture had g 
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up foj" her when she slioiild become his own dear wife. 
Then, when on glancing down the road, she saw the well 
known fonn approaching, her blue eyes sparkled with de- 
light, and the rosy hluah spread over her pure cheek 
as she welcomed the one she loved, and introduced him to 
the friend to whom she had given such strong proofe of con- 
fidence and trust. 

Sweet Lucy Randolph 1 how was thy young confidence 
misplaced, and how cruelly was thy love and trust re- 
quited 1 

ShaH I stop for one moment to describe the splendid 
man that now for the first time stood before me ? Shall 
I tell of the very first thrill that went through my heart, 
as those large expressive black eyes were first bent on mina 

I cannot 1 0, 1 cannot I Would there were no more to 
tell! Would to God, Fay Leslie, that we had never 
met! 

We walked bade to the house together ; Lucy and I 
both leaning on the arm of Mr. Leshe, who proved fully 
as interesting and intelligent, on acquaintance, as her lov- 
ing heart had described him. I was. delighted with thia 
new companion, and the fund of information he possessed, 
with his polite endeavors to amuse the fi:iend of his be- 
trothed, made the day and evening pass rapidly away, and 
when I retired for the night, I lay awake some time think- 
ing how pleasant it would te, to carry on a flirtation in 
that romantic spot, with the elegant lover of my friend, 
and how amusing to see poor Lucy jealous, I did not 
ihuik of the consequences that might follow; I only 
thought of the amusement it would afford me during my 
stay, and with the firm resolve that I would carry out the 
thought on the following day, I fell asleep. 

The morning came, and with it Mr. Leslie, and then my 
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eport commenced. I laugted, I talked, I sang, I played, 
throwing around me all the charms I -had wielded so sue- 
ceaafnlly to captivate Leoni, and exertii^ eveiy effort to 
please, until I saw with del'ght that Mr, Leslie was begin- 
ing to be charmed, and that poor Lucy's eye hegan to 
look sad, and her young cheek to lose its bloom. Then, 
day after day, I followed up my well laid plans, overcom- 
ing every obstacle, employing every power, until I had the 
gratification of reaping some of the fraits of my endeavors, 
but sad to relate, I then made the discovery, that for the 
flret time in my life, / loved. Yes ! I, the affianced bride 
of another, fell passionately, deeply in love, with the fo- 
" ture husband of my trusting friend. 

Oh, the blindness of my :^ly I Oh, the p 
my &ail heart ! Why court the agony that 1 
my life forever ? 

At fii'st the young man seemed to resist the snare that 
was woven to entrap him, seemed to gird himself in an 
armor that was invulnerable, but that only served to mate 
me strive the more to conquer. Then the melancholy 
that had. hung around him was daslied away, and like 
Leoni, he yielded, like Leoni, I knew he loved. If I sang, 
he was leaning enraptured over me. If I spoke, his eyes 
told the interest he feit in the most trivial word. If rid- 
ing was proposed, I was the one lifted tenderly to the sad- 
dle, while Mr. Eandolph attended to Lucy, and by my 
side, instead of hers, was the young man's station. If we 
were in the row-boat on the lake beyond the hills, to fish, 
it was my line that was attended to, my hook that was so 
nicely baited, while Lucy's success was unwatehed and uii- 
cared for. Then, when upon the blue waters for the pur- 
pose of sailing, it was my head that was sheltered from 
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the bright rays of the sun, and my smiles that were sure 
to please, 

Thus weeks went by, and Lucy's cheeks grew paler, and 
her smile more and more sad ; then we went out and came 
in alone, for Lucy was not well, and could not endure fa- 
tigue. Her head ached often now, while her step grew 
languid, but none could account for the change, none but 
myself Leslie did not notice it; he did not look at the 
injured girl often, for his eyes and thoughts were ever 
with another. 

At all this I rejoiced. It added to my triumph, and be- 
sides, I could flirt on now, without her pale fece and sad 
eyes to reproach me, and the effect was full as apparent on 
our return. 

"We were sitting beside a window that opened on a 
piazza, one summer evening, watching the shadows the 
moon was throwing on the grass, while Lucy sat on the 
sofa a littte distance &om us, and although silent, with her 
hand supporting her head, I knew that she was listening to 
our words with eager attention, and with a fiend-like love for 
tormenting, I was unusual gay and agreeable I had been 
singing, and my guitar lay silent on my lap for a moment, 
when Leslie suddenly took it and swept his fingers over 
the strings with a masterly touch that enchanted ma I 
was not aware that he played, or sang, and my delight 
and surprise was intense, while I hung enraptured upon 
the delicious sounds he drew from the instrument He 
played several airs, until I was almost intoxicated -^ith the 
bewitching melody, then pausing for a moment before he 
again touched the strings, he fised his deep' expressive 
eyes on mine, with a look full of meaning, which was dis- 
tinctly visible by the light moon without, theu sang with a 
voice full of thrilling beauty and power, these words : 
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Would I oiight tell thee, beautiful lady. 
All the brigM visioiis, I caimot control 1 
Would I miglit pictore Love's &irest feeling. 
Its lowest sigb, aa it floats o'er my soul 
Would I migbt 1«11 tbee, beautiful one, 
Hoir every beart throb is only thine own. 

Dearest, I love tbee ! Dearly I love tbee t 
8com cot the heart that is beatii^ for Qiee : 
Wbiaper one word, one lltUe word only, 
I/ady, sweet lady, ob, listen to me ! 
Give one fond look, love, in answer to mine. 
Dearest 1 tins fond heart, is thine t only thine I 



1 Knew not wbat I did ! I was bewildered, f 
Lucy — ^Douglass — everything was forgotten, but that pas- 
sionate look and song; and when, as the last. word died 
away, Leslie leaned forward, as if to arrange the strings of 
the instrament, and whispered, " thine — only thine, Rebec- 
ca!" I could not still the violent beating of my heart ; I 
coTiId not keep the crimson color from my cheek, or with- 
draw the hand that he drew in bis ; and moment after 
moment passing, saw that hand still trembhng in his own, 
and those dark eyes still bent upon my burning cheek. 
At length ]%hta were brought in, and rising hastily, I 
changed my seat to one beside Lucy, and as I did so, 
I almost exclaimed at her brilliant color, and the 
singular brightness of her eye, " Come Lucy," said X, 
to cover ray own confusion, " yon have not played yet ; 
it is your turn now ; will you not sing one song, dear ?" 

I laid my hand on hers, as I spoke, but wondered, as I 
did so, for it was burning hot, and so was her breath. I 
drew back my hand again, in alarm, as I felt that feverish 
heat, and turned to ask if she were ill, when she sprang 
up with a low, excited laugh, saying, 

" Music 1 sweet music 1 gay songs for the happy, and 
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Iqyo lays for the loving !" tlien croBsingtiie room aiie seated 
herself at the piano, and sang in a clear fall voice, a lively 
negro melody, tbeo suddenly changing the notes, she sang, 
in a softer strain, one verse of "The Dream is Past," but 
her voice trembling, over the sad and truthful words, she 
paused — pressed her hand on her brow as if to soothe its 
throbbing, and then i^ain, that clear, powerful voice rang 
on our sal's, in the thrilling words and air of " Then you'll 
remember me !" Lucy's voice was always aweet, but never 
had I heard her sing like that before; usually it was low, 
and full of melody, but now, while all the melody remained, 
it was firm and powerful. "Wilder it grew in its singular 
depths — stranger in its thrilling force, until Leslie and I 
both left our seats and stood spell bound by her side. 
Yet stdl those white fingers passed over the keys, still 
those piercing tones filled the room, and as the last words, 

"Then Yonll remember. jokTI remember me," 

fell icom her lips, she arose from her seat, and without 
even a glance at her wondering listeners, she glided fixjm 
the room. 

We did not notice where she went ; we could not think 
of anything but that voice — and for some time, both were 
silent, but tiien Lralie spoke, and in a gay conversation 
that ensued, poor Lucy — ^her song, and her love, all were 
fbrgotten. 

" What a charming evening," said Leslie, about half an 
hour after she had left us, "and how brightly the moon 
is shining through the trees of the garden ! come Miss 
Morton, what say you to a stroll in its pleasant shades?" 

I was pleased with the proposal, and we were soon 
walking arm in arm among the roses and the honey- 
suckles, enjoying the moonlight, and conversing in low 
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tones, until weaiy of the winding patta, we turned ia the 
direction of the rose-bower, and entering, sat down. We 
did not see the white form that was hut a little distance 
from Tis, in the shade of the drooping vines ; we did not 
hear the throbbing of that bursting heart, or see the wild 
eager gaze of the blue eyes that were fastened upon us, as 
we sat fully revealed in the bright moonlight No, the words 
he was saying were too deep and thrilling ; the ear they fell 
upon, too strangely infatuated with their guilty meaning, 
to heed all this; and there, encircled by his arm, with my 
hand in his, my head resting on his shoulder, and his 
dark curls almost touching my cheek, — did I sit, liateaing 
to those words of love, foi^etful of my plighted faith to 
another — the breaking heart of my friend, everything but 
the heart beating so near my own, and the passing pleasures 
of the moment 

" And Lucy ?" said I, in reply to something he had 
been saying. 

" Lucy 1 ah, true 1 I had forgotten her ; she will feel 
grieved for a while, probably, but she wUl overcome it, 
and perhaps eventually will marry young Morris Clay, 
who has loved her from boyhood. But think not of her, 
dearest ; she shaU not come between us, now that I know 
I am not indifferent to you. Oh, Eebeeca ! words cannot 
tell how I love you, words cannot paint — " 

He stopped, for a loud, long, hysterical laugh fell upon 
our ears ! another, and another followed, and whiter than 
the dress she wore, the form of Lucy Eandolph stood 
before us, pale, motionless, and silent, save those strange, 
wild laughs, that burst from her bloodless lips. 

" Lucy I" exclaimed Leslie, his voice trembling with 
alarm at seeing her thus; "Luc^, dearest, forgive me, and 
do npt look so dreadfully 1" 
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Yet still tliose laughs rang on. 

" Lucy I" said I, filled "with remorse at wliat I had 
done ; " do listen to me 1 Indeed, indeed, I did not intend 
to wound you thus ! You must not laugh bo frightfully 1 
Do stop, Lucy, and I will go to my home to-moixow, and 
never see Mr, Lealie again I" 

Li the greatest terror, I threw my arms around her, but 
she shuddered at the touch, and would have fallen, had 
not Leshe causht her in his arms, and thus home her to the 
house. 

I wUl not lingei; upon the week that ensued, nor tell 
how all that night, those wretched peals of laughter filled 
the house ; how the next, a hunung fever set in, and she, 
in her ravings, called repeatedly the name of Itebecea 
and Leslie, and wringing her hands frantically, screamed 
in agony, " Don't let them Mil me ! don't let them Idll 
mel" 

I will not describe the stupor that followed thai: wild 
delirium, nor my wretched feelings of remorse and despair, 
when, a week after that never to be forgotten evening, I stood 
weeping over her, and saw her pure, grieved spirit take its 
flight, leaving only a cold, white corpse in the place of the 
beautifid, injured, and heart-broken Lucy. 

Oh, how I suffered then ; how I wept and groaned in 
the bitterness of my spirit, and how I hated the very name 
of the man for whose sake I had become the murderess 
of my friend ! Yes, her heartless, cold-blooded murderess ! 

I would not allow him to come near me 1 I would nol 
hsten to one word, and before the ground had hardened 
over her still grave, I returned to my home, there to weep 
anew, over the desolation I had wrought in a kind, and 
once happy family. 

Minnie, it was a long, long time before I forgot poo: 
Lucy, and that cruel flirtation ! 
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THE MAEBIEE FLIRT. 



J WAS married on my twentieth birthday ; 'for 
* Clement Douglass returned at the appointed 
) time, and in making such a brilliant settle- 
' ment,' I was happy. 
The three first years of my wedded life were passed in 
the country in retirement, and seclusion. No clouds 
marred their flight ; no flirtations took place to disturb the 
happiness of either, and save the sorrow the remembrance 
of Leoni and Lucy caused me, I had nothing to give me a 
pang. 

Those were happy days ! too happy to last, for a change 
came, and then the passion that had hut slumbered, burst 
forth anew. 

Business made it necessary that my husband returned 
to New York ; therefore a splendid mansion was erected 
for our accommodation on Thirty-first street, and I again 
became a resident of the city. But with Yny return to my 
native place, ray love for display and admiration took 
their places once more in my bosom. The past was for- 
gotten, ftpd Rebecca Pouglas^ was the gay, the brilliant, 
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and the accomplished belle ! but that was not all ; she was 
that most despicable of characters — a married flirt. 

At first, my husband aeoouipanied me to the opera, the 
theatre, and the iashionable party, but now he remained 
at home with his books and studio, and young fops were 
seen beside me, and conceited Broadway freq^uenters were 
ever my attendants. 

Thus two years more sweps uy ; xwo years ox uissipa- 
tion — two years of folly — and two years of coldness and 
indiflerence, lay between my heart and my husband's. 

I was at a splendid entertainment given by a fashiona- 
ble friend, one evening, two years after my return to New 
York, and sis ■ since poor Lucy's early fate, and ^ usual, 
I had been su rrounded by a host of admirers. I had been 
dancing, and feeling weary and warm, I stood for a mo- 
ment near an open window, conversing with a young 
military gentleman, who had been extremely polite in bis 
attentions throughout the evening ; when, suddenly rais- 
ing my eyes to the opposite side of the room, I met the 
glance of a tall, elegant gentleman, and with a start, I 
recognized the expressive feature of Fay Leslia It was 
the first time I had seen him since we parted at Lucy's 
grave, and my heart throbbed painfully, as my eyes fell 
beneath his look, while my fece fiushed to a perfect crim- 
son when he approached and addressed me; but all the 
time he waa speaking, it seemed aa though Lucy's laugh 
rang still upon my ear, while her face, pale in death, lay 
before me, and my tongue refused its ofilce, for a moment, 
so deep was my agitation. 

" May I have the pleasure of your hand in the next 
cotillion?" asked he, in bis own musical tones, after the 
first greeting; and in taking our places, I somewhat 
recovered my self-possession. We danced the q^uadrilles, 
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tLen waltzed, and when, weary with the exercise, I mo- 
tioned to leave the airy groups of pleasure-seekers, he led 
me to a vacant comer, and seated beside him, with his 
low, familiar voice in my ears, and his deep , expressive 
eyes on mine, returned my old &aeinated feelings when in 
his presence, and my old loye, and desire for his admira- 
tion. He referred not to the past I he never alluded to 
our former acquaintance, and yet, with all the assurance 
of an old Mend, he gave a glowing description of his 
travels in a foreign land during the last six years, and of 
the different scenes he had witnessed, and the nations 
with whom he Lad mingled, and once more was I charmed 
and feacinated with Fay Leslie. 

Days, weeks, passed on, and Leshe was ever by my side ; 
at the opera, the theatre, in my rides, and in my walks, 
he was my shadow, and his presence was stUl to me a 
spell. Yet I waa not happy, for my husband's care-worn 
face, and sad, thoughtful look, haunted me forever, and 
seemed always to follow my steps. 

I was sitting on the sofa, one day, in my own parlor, 
and Douglass was beside me, reading. He had been more 
like himself that day, I thought, more affectionate towards 
his erriug wife, for his arm was around me as he read, as 
in our early life, and ever and anon he looked kindly 
upon me, as of old. As we sat thus, silent and almost 
happy, in raising his arm to turn a leaf of the volume be 
held, a button of his sleeve cat^ht in the gold chain I 
wore ; but my mind being occupied with other things; I 
did not notice that the sudden jerk, had loosened a small 
locket I had in my belt, or that Doi:^lass had perceived, 
and detained it He arose soon after, and was leaving the 
room, aa Mr. Leslie enteredj and in turning to greet him, I 
caught a glimpae of my husband's face, as he disappeared, 
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and was struck with ite deadly pallor, and the pecnliar 
look he gave me ; but Leslie proved unusually entertain- 
ing, and I soon remembered it no mora^ 

I bad been playing, and was still seated at the piano, 
while Leslie was bending over me, when he surprised me, 
by Baying, " Eebecca, I cannot endure this wretchedness 
longer. I cannot linger here, bo cold and distant, while 
the songs you used to sing, and the voice I used to Hear, 
still have the same power to thrill my heart, it had ia 
days gone by 1 I cannot, must not bear it, and to-mor- 
row sees me depart for distant lands, there to bear alone 
my lot so fall of bittemesa I cannot be silent, dearest ! 
I cannot conceal my love, even if you are the wife of 
another! Then chide me not, but suffer me to breathe it 
onee, only once, before we part forever. Oh, Eebecca I 
the love I felt for you. in times gone by, I feel with ten- 
fold power still, and could I but hear you say, as once you 
said, that I was dear tf) you, could I but hear one word of 
love, to cheer my exile, I would leave almost happy I 
Eebecca, my idol, my all, tell me, do you still love me?" 

I was startled at his words ; I was overcome with agita- 
tion at the thought of his leaving me, yet a low mur- 
mured " Yes I" escaped my lips, and in a moment his arms 
were around me, and I was clasped ia a passionate em- 
brace, his lips meeting mine in a first fond kiss. We did 
not see the pale fece that was gazing at us through the ' 
half open door, ( as a pale face had gaaed six years before ;) 
we did not see the bowed form that rushed up the stairs, a 
moment after, and yet 1 knew that I was doing wrong, and 
with a shudder at my own folly, I drew myself away from 
his anna, and bade him leave me, adding : 

"I never will see you again, Mr. Leslie, nor suffer 
another word of love from your lips I" Then, when he_ 
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threw hirnaelf at my leet, imploring me ' ' not to leave him 
thus, but to speak one loving word to cheer his absence," 
I burst from him with a sudden impulse, and fl d up the 
stairs ; but before I reached the top, the report of a pistol 
from my husband's library made me dash forward with a 
wild scream, and throwing open the door, I stood horrified 
at the sight before me. My husband, my noble, my in- 
jured husband, lay covered with hia own blood, dead on 
the Soor. 

I saw no more, heai'd no more, but with one wild cry 
of anguish, I sank back insensible into the arms of Leslie, 
who had sprung after me, when he had heard the report 
of the pistol, and my scream. 

I knew nothing of the scenes that followed, for I was 
raving in a brain fever, for many, many days, and when, at 
last, reason was restored, and I began slowly to recover, 
the agony of tay mind can never be realized, on opening a 
small package addressed to myself and found in his room, 
containing a locket, in which was the miniature of I'ay 
Leslie, and a note in which I read simply these words : 

'*I saw this locket fall from your chain: I saw you a 
moment since clasped in the arms of its origiiraL Re- 
becca, I forgive you I Farewell I" 

Minnie, I was a second time a murderess ! 

( Mrs. Douglass paused, while the great tears of sorrow 
fell from her eyes upon the miniature of her husband. 

It was some tune before she spoke again.) 

I recovered, but I could never forget that awful scene ! 
I wandered about like one stricken with years, and for a 
long time I prayed for death. 

My brother, grieving over the state of his unhappy 
sister, persuaded me to make my home with him. Gladly 
I accepted the offer, as I had no father's roof to shield 
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me, as both parents were sleeping m tbe quiet stiades of 
Ureenwood. Tes I gladly I left my lonely house, and 
came to this loving home, and here, in seclusion shall I 
pass the remainder of my days. 

I said, a moment since, I prayed for deatK God in his 
mercy did not hear the impious petition ; although I 
often wonder that he did not strike me dead in an instant 
in just retribution for my mighty sina 

No ! he suffered me to live ! He suffered tbe pangs of 
remorse to cut so deeply into my heart that in an agony 
of repentance, I cried, " Lord what shall I do to be saved ?" 
Then he led me to a faithful servant of Christ, who told 
me of the "Lamb of God, who taketh away the sins of tbe 
world ;" who painted the Saviour, in his wonderful love, 
dying for my guilty soul, and from tbe bottom of my 
longing heart I cried— 

" Lord, save, or I perish !' 

Yes ! he did foi^ve me, be did stretch out his hand for 
my salvation, and applying my Saviour's precious blood to 
my sin-aick heart, aud throwing myself entirely on Jesus, 
I became, in believing, eompamtively happy. 

" And Leslie, dear aant, what became of him ?" asked 
Minnie, as she paused once more. 

I never saw him again ; but I received a letter ft^sm 
him about a year after my husband's death, offering me his 
hand and heart I need not say that both were refused, 
and irom that time the memory of my sinful trifling with 
poor Lucy 's affections, and of my erring married life, 
served to. banish from my heart every thought of his love 
of the world, or its pleasures. 

I have now told you tbe history of my sad past, dear 
Minnie ; .1 have laid open all my sorrows and temptations, 
a'nd my prayer shall be that its reproachful records may 
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prove a ■warning to protect you from tiie sin of trifling with 
the warm afl'ectious of another, and forever guard you from 
the dangers lurking in what the world so often styles, " a 
harmless flirtation." 
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THE AK3WEBED PEAYER 
Lord are upon Uie rigliteons, and his facB nn? open nnW UiBlr 

JFTEE the death of Jtorelaud, Paul Eussell 
I grieved as he had never hefore, over the death 
I of any friend. Short as their friendship, had 
heen, it Tvas warm in tenderness and love, and 
now, aa he bent over tlie cofiin of the only being on that 
side of the Atlantic, for whom he felt a deep attachment, 
a feehng of utter desolation and despair swept over his 
heart, and bowing his head upon his hands, he gave vent 
to sighsj mingled with tears. 

" Oh Moreland," he uttered in his distress. " Where shall 
I ever find again, so faithful a friend ? Who now will feel 
an interest in my poor soul?" 

Pausing, the dying words of the departed came flashing 
back to his memory, together with his promise to imme- 
diately throw himself upon the mercy of God. 

"Where," he exclaimed, "'could I hetter perform that 
promise than by the silent body of the one who begged me 
to fulfill it ? Oh Saviour," he added, throwing himself upon 
his knees hy the side of .the coffin. " Oh bleeding, dying, 
Lamb of God, listen to my earnest cry for help, in this my 
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tour of need. Poor, wretched— wicked, though I am, I 
east myself entirely upon thee ! Oh wash me in thy saving 
blood, and blot out all my sins, for they are full of black- 
ness. Lord, I am sorry for those sins, and I do desire to 
lead henceforth a better life ! Grant me, then, a knowledge 
of thy forgiveness — grant me a hope in thy salvation. 
Save me, oh blessed Saviour, for my only hope is in thee I" 

So fiill an hour went by, yet Btill upon his knees 
wrestled the your^ man, in an agony of prayer, while the . 
heaving bosom and tearful eyes bore evidence of bis 
mighty earnestness. 

Full an hour upon his knees, pleading for mercy by the 
coffin of his friend I then suddenly rising, with a new and 
holy light upon his brow, a joyful peace within his heart, 
hia fece radiant and hopefol, he exclaimed — 

" Bless the Lord, oh my soul : and aU that is within me, 
bless his holy name. 

" Bless the Lord, oh my soul, and foi^et not all his 
benefits. 

" Oh, I am forgiven ; the Saviour, the precious Saviour ia 
my own. Moreland, dear' Moreland, bow can I ever thank 
you ? Here by thy coffin, dearest of friends, I solemnly 
coi^ecrate myself to Jesus; solemnly devote myself^ in 
body and spirit, to the work of my Heavenly Master. Oh 
God 1 I thank thee for this great peace that is filling my 
heart, the first this poor heart has known for years," Then 
again, throwing himself upon his kne^, he poured out his 
soul in thanksgiving and praise, renewing his consecration 
of himself to the service of hia Lord forever. 

According to the dying request of Moreland, his remains 
were taken back to London, to be buried from the Church 
of which he was a member ; the funeral services to he per- 
formed by the pastor from whose hand he bad often re- 
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ceived'the sacramental bread and wine, and irom whose 
lips the ftoids of salvation had so often brot^ht joy to hia 

BOUl. 

Paul accompanied the remains, never leaving the cold 
corpse of his now doubly prized iriend, until he saw him 
lying peacefuEy by the side of. hia father and mother, 
brother, and young sister, the last on earth of a loving 
fianJly, now fondly united upon the bright shores of an 
eternal heavenly home. 

R-usseil returned to his hotel after the last sad rites had 
been performed, full of varied and solemn feelings. The 
words of the funeral service had deeply impressed him, 
while the deep affection and glowing terms with which the 
servant of Christ, Dr. Hartley, bad spoken of the departed 
one, had brought tears to his eyes, and this wish to his 
heart: 

" Oh that my last days might be like his ! Oh that the 
mantle of Moreland might fell upon me, even poor un- 
worthy me I" 

He now seated himself beside a window, in his lonely 
apartment, to think over his future course, striving to plan 
the best way in which to work for Jesus, for this was now 
the first and foremost wish of his soul. Had he the 
means he would study for the ministry I In this pursuit 
he felt he should be happy. He could then divert hia 
miud by bis theological studies from any earthly vexa- 
tions and trials that might beset him, and in due time 
spend his whole strength and energy in laboring for the 
salvation of souls. But now he realized sadly his limited 
means, and want of Menda He had but the very small 
income of a few hundreds, that had been left him by his 
pibents at their death, and a travelling agency to which he 
had attended while in this strange land, had amply sup- 
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plied Lis wants. Were te to commence the study of 
theology, this agency would have to be reliaquished. 
What then would he done for his support ? What would 
pay for his board aad clothing ? 

Sadly revolving these thoughts in hia mind, he a^in re- 
membered the dying counsels of hia friend, his earnest 
prayers for his salvation, and the firm belief he always in- 
dulged that he would eventually be brought to Christ. 
Thus dreaming, he casually remembered a small box 
which Moreland had placed in hia hands about a week 
before he died, requesting him to keep the key safely, 
nev^ opening it uQtil after he was buried ; then, when all 
was over, he wished him to examine it carefallj, and act 
according to its wishes. 

Rising as he remembered these charges, Paul opened his 
trank, and taking from it. the little box, he tremblingly 
appUed the key. 

As he raised the lid a splendid miniature likeness of 
Moreland firet met his gaze ; this he grasped with an ex- 
clamation of pleasure, and gazed long and tenderly into the 
loving blue eyes, now all that remained to symbol to bis 
mind the features of his cherished friend. The small 
pocket Bible from wMch he had read the holy word of 
God, upon that never to be forgotten night in France, now 
lay beneath his hand, and hfting it with a tender smile, a 
busine^ document next met his eye. 

Upon opening this paper he was startled at these words. 

" The Last Will and Testament of Ernest Moreland." 

"What was the surpme and deep thankfulness of Paul 
KuBsell as, upon reading this legally drawn up document, 
he found that his cherished companion had bequeathed to 
hi'm, his dearest friend, in the absence of all other heirs, the 
handsome fortune of two hundred thousand dollars, the re- 
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mainder of his vast estate, he Laving made beqiiests to many 
different charitable institutions, all of which, were named 
and specified in this last will and testament. 

A letter also remained ib the box, directed to himself, in 
which he agaia nrged upon him tbe necessity of immedi- 
ately becoming reconciled to God. 

"Scripture has said, my own dear Paul," it continued, 
after thus pleading, " that the effectual fervent prayer of a 
righteous man avaJleth much," Remembering this, I have 
a full assurance that you wiU become a true and devoted 
Christian. I have prayed with tears for your salvation. I 
have wrestled hours in the silent watches of the night; 
pleading that my death may be the means of bringing you 
to Jesus, and I know that my prayers will be answered. My 
feith in Christ's ability to save is firm. He has promised, 
and He will perform, ' Ask and it shall be granted !' I 
have asked for the salvation of my friend, and I am certain 
God will hear my prayers. 

Paul, I leave to you a small return for your kindness and 
devotion to me in my suffering sickness, and in the hour 
of my death, I leave it to yov,, because I love you, and 
because I feel that you wUl yet love and labor for my 
Saviour's precious cause. 

My dear iriend, when yon obtain a full assurance of 
feitb, when you. know that your name is written upon the 
Lamb's Book of Life, will you not dedicate yourself to the 
work of the gospel ministry ? WUl yon not obey the 
Master's commands, and " Go, work in His vineyard ?" 

With your pleasing address, your full, sonorous, musi- 
cal voice, your eloquence and power in the use of language, , 
and the devoted love for Jesus which I know you will yet 
possess, surely you will be a successful minister of God, 
and will labor acccDtablv for the salvation of souls. 
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Happy woiild the thought make me, ttat my portion of 
this world's goods would help educate and suatain one of 
my Saviour's faithful ambassadors, 

If the day ever comes when you desire to enter the 
ministry, and I feel it is not fer distant, consult freely my 

much loved pastor, Dr. Hartley, 2i Square, London, 

who win give you all needed advice and counsel. 
Your devoted friend, 

Ernest Moreland." 

" Now God be praised I" esclainied Paul, as the last word 
was read, and the last affectionate sentence examined. 
" How manifold are all His mercies I Dear precious 
Moreland, to pray for my salvation so earnestly, to pave 
the way so kindly for my following the desire of my heart, 
and the dictates of my conscienca Noble man I Surely 
this splendid fortune shall ever be dedicated to the work 
he loved so well, the Master's holy cause." 

That very day saw Paul Eussell in close consultation 
with Dr. Hactley, in reference to his being received into 
the church, by maldng a public profession of religion, and 
also in regard to the beat couree to be pursued for his im- 
mediate preparation for the ministry. 

As it was now the summer vacation, when all the insti- 
tutions were closed untU later in the seasofl, Paul, taking 
the advice of bis old friend. Dr. Hartley, concluded to avail 
himself, by means of his late wealth, of the opportunity 
afforded by the interval that must elapse, before their re- 
opening, to gratify an earnest desire to travel ; therefore, af- 
ter a few days spent in attending to the business of prepa- 
ration, he started to make a tour of the Holy Land, and 
also of . other parts of Europe which he had never seen. 
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THE GIPSY CAMP. 

momenli may jlela ua a bliss withont ending— 
moment ctmaign ss to dfttbneaa &Dd woeE" 

^N the Eastern Continent, as well as upon the 
' Western, large mimbera of the gipsy tribe rove 
' in small bands over the country, lurking on the 
borders of cities, where from their encampments 
they daily stroll to the city paremente to beg, steal, tell 
fortunes, sing ditties, or pickup a living, the best way they 
can. England is not exempt from the unprincipled rovers, 
and many a farm-house has been left minus turkeys, 
chickens, and ducks, when these people lurk around, while 
•even the larger thefts of cattle, sheep, and hoises, are of 
no rare occurrence. 

On a bright, lovely afternoon just before sundown, ia 
September, 1864, a party of gipsy travellers were passing 
over a rather lonely road, leading towards the city of Lon- 
don. Three large covered wagons, drawn by very jaded, 
weary looking horses, composed the train, while a num- 
ber of swarthy men, and dark, coarse appearing women, 
dressed in fentastic, yet fcne-wom garments, were seated 
within. 

Children, also, were there; for, as they passed aloi^, ftet- 
iiil cries of little ones would be heard now and then, ibl- 
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lowed by sbarp words and often blows, from tlie wretched 
parents, mingled with, curses and bitter imprecations. 

The centre of these vehicles could not but demand ati 
tention for its unusual and rather pretty appearance ; it 
being, in reality, a small house upon wheels. It was well 
lighted by windows, and also possessed a neat little door, 
while at one end stood a comfortable looking bed, upon 
which lay a little, gnl in a deep sleep, unbroken by the 
jolts the wagon wheels gave as it passed over the rough road- 
The child seemed abo'dt seven years of age, although very 
small in stature for even those few years, and was a perfect 
model of infentile loveliness, despite the coarse calico of 
her drefs, and the wretched appearance of her place of 
abode. Her little cheek, as it lay upon the soiled pillowj 
was smooth, and fair; but tears had diied upon its sur&ce, 
and tear-drops— even now, trembled upon tlie long, black 
eyelash^, that drooped so gracefully over it. A wealth 
of light brown curls flowed acr<«s the pillow, and among 
their aunny clusters, a small, exquisitely shaped Land was 
lingering, upon which the brow so beautifully pencilled re- 
clined. One little-snow white shoulder lay exposed to 
view as the child slept and sobbed, for every now and. 
tien a sob checked her breathing, while the poor Kttle back 
bad evidently been cruelly beaten, for long ridges of 
swollen flesh were perceptible, and here and there the 
shoulder bore marks of a heavy whip. 

Poor little creature I hera had been a hard and severe 
trial, before sleep caused her to forget, for awhile, her 
wretched lot 

By her side sat a woman, whose pinched features, and 
bowed shoulders, as well as a hard racking cough, told of 
disease and sorrow. She was about thirty-two, and had 
been a good looking, indeed handsome, woman, for one of 
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her swarthy raea She sat in great dejection, with a few 
broken branches of a locust tree in her hand, with which 
she waved the flies from the sleeping fece of the child, 
and as each sob fell upon her ear, she would start, then 
throw a glance of hatred and indignation towards a bra- 
tal-looking man who sat driving the tired horses. 

Once, she rolled up the dress-sleeve of her right arm, 
and looked at two or three deep euta, evidently received 
from the same whip that had lacerated the back of the 
moaning child ; then again a vindictive, furious look, was 
darted towards the man, while the clenched fist, and mut- 
tered imprecation, told of a deep revenge plotting. No 
word, however, was spoken, and silently the three wagons 
rolled onward, until the shades of evening began to deepen, 
and the stars to appear, one by one, in the sky. 

At last the city lights loomed in sight, while sounds of 
busy life seemed even at that distance to fell upon the 
ears of the silent occupants of the middle wagon. At the 
same time a beautiM grove of trees rose to view, but a 
a short space in advance of the train, 

" Hallo, there 1" shouted the man already alluded to, 
addressir^ the driver ahead ; but the language he used was 
Italian, and this seemed to be the common dialect of the 
whole party ; " halt, I say I here is a first-rate spot to 
encamp; good water near, fine shade, and close to the 
city." 

So saying, he jumped to the ground, and fastening the 
lines to the top of the wagon, he passed to the other 
vehicles, seeming to consult the men within. After 
debating with each a few seconds, he returned, and taking 
hold of the horses' bridles, he led them and the wagon 
to a comfortable place, by the road-side, in the masses of 
weeds and graas. Thus, also, did the men in company 
dispose of the other wagons, while from each, the hoises 
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were detached, and being unlarnessed, were allowed tc 
graze around, and roll in the long grass. Out of both 
other wagons, descended quite a large numlier of men, 
women, and children, the women immediately commenc- 
ing to make preparations for lighting a fire, with which to 
cook their evening meal ; wMle the men attended to thfe 
vehiclea and horses, bringing water from a neighboring 
epring, also watering the dry and weary animals. 

All this while, the woman we have described as seated 
in the centre wagon, which evidently belonged to the 
leader of the band, from the fact of hia being the one to 
issue orders to the rest, and also from his being the occu- 
pant of the best and least crowded ambulance— all this 
while, she sat in the same spot, never stirring, while her 
fece was still covered by her wasted hand. 

" I say, Coatanza, you fool 1" growled the man we par- 
ticularly speak of, as he strode to the door of the little 
apartment, " what do you mean by pouting there ? Get 
up this minute and set to work cooking supper, or I'll put 
this over your back, worse than I ever did before. Sul- 
len — ^hey!" said he, flourishing the large horse-whip he 
Btill grasped, as the woman slowly arose to obey. " Sul- 
len, because I licked that infernal bratl Look here, 
woman, I'll be the death of that lazy young W yet, if 
you don't stop interfering with what don't concern you !" 

"It does concern me, though," returned the woman, 
Tehemently; "that child is mine; you brought her to me 
yourself, when our Httle Caterino died, and told me she 
was mine. I love her, and so help me heaven, I won't see 
her abused like that again. What had she done, that you 
need have whipped her so savagely?" 

"Done 1 ha 1 ha ! that is a good one 1 Never earned, a 
dollar by her begging all last week, and she such a good 
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singer, she might have earned double that, if she had 
tried I Let her see what sha will get, if she don't do 
better here I" 

" You will not strike that poor child again, Alfonso ; 
promise me you will not," exclaimed the excited woman, 
aa she clung to hia arm in her ■ earnestness. " Please 
promise not to hit Margherita again, and I will do my 
best to earn money while we stay." 

" I won't promise ! I tell you now, if the brat don't 
look out, I'U break her bones, if I don't her head. As 
for you, you jade, you stop your impudence and go to 
work, or I'll make the blood roll down your own carcass. 
There, take that, to begin with I" then raising his arm, he 
gave her 'a cruel blow with the whip he held, which 
caused her to jump aside, and, without another word, 
hurry away, to prepare something for them both to eat. 

Half an hour afterwards, the whole party were seated 
on the ground, enjoying their evening meal, while the 
savory smell told that it consisted of something substan- 
tial, and palatable, while the bones that "were thrown 
away, whispered o£ some devastated chicken coop. 

After a hearty supper, the men, with Alfonso at their 
head, ail turned towards the city, for a ramble and a 
drink, while the women, with their children, threw them- 
selves in their wagons, and fell into a deep sleep, for they 
had travelled far that day, and were very weary. 

Oostauza, however, as soon as all were quiet, drew from 
a hidden place a plate of the choicest bits of chicken, a 
few boiled potatoes, and a bowl of sweet milk, which she 
had managed to secrete, then entering her wagon home, 
she softly aroused the sleeping child, and begged her to 
eat. 

With a moan and a start^ the poor forlorn little one, 
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opened its beautiful brown eyes, and gaaed at the woman 
who stood beside her, holding a small piece of lighted 
candle, and pointing to the tempting food she had placed 
on a bench by the bed. 

" Come, Eita. Alfonso has gone ; nothing shall hui-t 
you now. Eat a little supper to please mammy, won't 
you? See, here is chicken, potatoes, aijd sweet milk. 
Come, darling, eat now, for mammy." 

"I will, mammy, but are you sure Alfonso has gone?" 
The little creature shuddered as she pronounced his name, 
while her cheek paled with fear. 

" Yes, dear, he went to the city, and there he will be 
sure to stay until morning, if he finds his way into a rum- 
hole once I Curses on him for beating my lamb !" mut- 
tered Costanza. 

" Mammy !" asked the child, as she devoured the food 
placed before her, for she was very hungry, Alfonso not 
having allowed her a morsel to eat the whole of that long 
day: "Mammy, how did you get me this nice supper? 
Did he let you?" 

i'N'ot he I" answered Costanaa. "I stole it from the 
■pot and hid it among the bushes, until he left the place. 
For tbe milk you are indebted to a cow that was going 
home from pasture. I stopped the good old creature, and 
milked a good supper for myself and yon." 

She did not add that the milk was all that had passed 
her lips that night, as the chicken was what was aligned 
to her, which she had hidden for her pet, instead of using 
for her own benefit. 

" Mammy," again spoke Eita, " where are we now ?" 

" Near London ; why do you ask, child ?" 

" Is that far from my home, good mammy ?" asked 
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the girl, fixing her eyes upon tlie ■woman's &ce aa she 
spoke. 

"Your home, where is that, I would hke to know?" 
surhlj returned Costanza, 

" In the sunny land I dream of — where the flowers 
bloom so hrightly, and the blue waters of the Amo leap 
and glisten. Where a lady, beautiftil and lovely, clasped 
me in her soft white arms and called me ' her lily-bnd, her 
darling,' Are we far from that noble house where I used 
to play, fer fi-om my own dear, darling mamma ?" 

"Eita, cease I" exclaimed the woman, sternly. "Am I 
not your mother now ? Do I not love you ? do I not care 
for.jou as well as I can, with such a dreadful wretch for a 
husband ? "Why are you always grieving and talking of 
another mother, and another spot, fairer than the one you 
are in ? Will you never love me ?" 

" I do love you, mammy ; but oh, mamma, mamma 1" 
the child stopped; she had finished her supper, and now 
threw herself back upon the bed, while, as the wail 
floated from her little lips, the tears gushed forth anew 
from her closed eyelida, and a wild heaving was again per- 
ceptible in her troubled bosom. 

Costanza threw herself also 'upon the bed, after extin- 
guishing the light, and clasping the tender form of the 
child in her arms, she soothed her at last, once more to sleep. 

But for the woman there was no slumber. Through 
the long watches of that dreary night, her eyes never 
closed, her thoughts never stopped their wandering. 

Once she muttered, as the Htile girl sobbed the word 
" Mamma " in her sleep—" Poor Eita, she will never cease 
moaning for her mother t I wonder who and where her 
mother is ? I ought to know before I die, for I feel I 
cannot live long, and what will become of my lamb if I 



Hosteatv Google 



153 COUSIN PAUL. 

die and leave her among ■wolves? Strange, he never told 
me! Poor little thing! all my life would I give to see 
her happy and safe out of this dreadful trouble. Ha ! ha ! 
he would murder me, truly, if I placed the child out of 
his reach, but I could only die if he did, and death will 
come very soon anyway. 

"He struck me ^ain to-night! Yea! and for that I 
will be revenged ! He makes a deal of money out of 
this poor babe's sweet singing, and begging 1 I wiU stop 
that income ! I will plot something before many days roll 
by, to save my darling from his clutehes ; — the mean, 
black-hearted wretch, to heat her as he did to-day ! Yet I 
loved him onca Ha ! ha ! how strange that seems ! those 
days have gone, long, long ago, and now let him beware. 
Yet it is strange— how changed he is since he brought 
home to me this poor babe ; before that, he was kind, 
When my sweet Caterino died, he tried to soothe me 
in his rough way, and then one night he carae with Rita in 
his arms, and told me he had stolen her, to comfort me ; 
that now, she was my own. But ah, I shudder when I 
think how bloody were his hands, and how his shirt and 
pants were clotted with gpre : he said no word when he 
saw my eyes fixed inquiringly upon the stains, but giv- 
ing me a dreadful look, went alone and washed out every 
spot himself. 

" Yes ! yes ! there was murder somewhere, for Eita shud^ 
dered ever after, when he came near her, and never dared 
say one word ; when I urged her to tell how he came by 
her, and what happened at the time, she would shake as if 
going into convulsions, and only whisper, ' Hush ! he will 
kill me! hewiUkiUme!' 

" I fear I never can fathom that mystery I four years have 
passed away, and Alfonso is nothing but a brute since I no 
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kindnesa now I nothing but curses and blows for Eita 
and Costanza. 

" Yes, she is mine now. My darling. All I Lave to love 
and cherish. But I must part with her ; I must place her 
somewhere before I dia See !" she still murmnred, hold- 
ing up her shadowy hand for the moonlight to fall npon, 
" see, it grows thinner every day, and my strength is almost 
gone. Oh, what would become of Eita if I should die 
before I get another place for her, I am certain he would 
nfurder the innocent lamb !" then she folded the sleeping 
form to her bosom, and wildly kfesed the sweet lips, which 
caused the child to smile and again whisper, " Mamma 1" 

A &own pa^ed over the woman's face as the word fell 
upon her ear, followed by a sigh, " Ah ! she dreamed it 
was naamma, that kissed her — her dear mamma, not her 
poor "good mammy," as she ever calls the gipsy. No, 
she wUl never forget the mother that bore her, poor pet I" 

Hours passed after these words, but Oostanza'a black 
eyes still remained wide open, fixed upon the stai-lit sky, 
seen through the windows of the wagon. 

Hours passed 1 then the stars disappeared, one by one, the 
jnooD also went down, while the grey dawn lit up the 
trees and bushes of the grove, and the gipsy camp was 
soon visible by day, 

Costanza was now the first one to stir, and passing out, 
she b^an to gather sticks to re-kindie the fire, with which 
to cook some breakfast. She was soon joined by the other 
women, and a large fire sent forth in a few moments its 
bright and welcome blaze. 

By the tame the breakfast was prepared, and Costanza 
had fully fed her waiting child, the men returned, much 
the worse for the bad liquor they had taken through the 
night. 
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As soon as Costanza heard them wrangling in the clis- 
tance, she seized Rita, and hurried to secrete her behind 
some bnslies, a short distance down the road, thus thought- 
fully placing her away from Alfonso's.drunken sight. 

After the men had finished eating what they wished, 
they tumbled into the wagons, or stretched under the 
trees, and soon feU into a deep sleep, much to the relief 
of the women and children, who, while they were in that 
condition, could but regard them with terror and dread. 

Costanza lingered around, until she was certain Alfonso 
was sleeping to waken no more for hours, then stealthily 
entering her little home, she approached a small chest 
kept exclusively for her own use, and taking a key from 
her pocket, tumed the lock, and raised the cover. Casting 
every now and then a cautious glance at the sleeping form 
upon the bed, she drew forth a moderate sized paper box 
and proceeded to examine its contents, A scowl of anger' 
and malignant hate swept over her face, as she raised the 
beautiful needlework it contained, examining each article of 
a small child's wardrobe, that lay within, seeming to seek 
anxiously for some particular object, which yet remained 
undiscovered. Twice she unfolded and shook a finely 
wrought, white dress, made apparently for a little girl 
about three years of age ; also, all the tiny undei^arraents 
that accompanied it, together with the broad blue sash, of 
expensive ribbon, the dainty white merino sack, and va- 
rious small items, but the object for which she searched, 
did not present itself 

" Good heavens !" she whispered to herself, " can it be 
that Alfonso has meddled with this box ? Can he have 
discovered that I did not obey him, when he ordered me 
to bum every gMTnent Bita wore that day, when he stole 
her from her mother ? It must be that be discovered this 
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box yesterday, when he was so long alone in tlie wagon, 
else how could that golden chain and those pretty annlets 
have disappeared.? Probably by this time they are far 
off in some distant pawnbroker's shop, where the eyes of 
my poor little darling can never rest upon them. I must 
be certain, though; perhaps he has not yet parted with 
them. I will by some means examine his pockets, but I 
must use the utmost care, for terrible would be the con- 
sequences if he should awake, and see my movements." 

Casting around her a look of caution, the woman pro- 
ceeded to screen the windows, and fasten the door, after 
which she advanced on tiptoe, to the side of Alfonso, who 
lay in a deep, drunken sleep, upon the bed. Bending 
over him, Costanza stealthily inserted her fingers into each 
capacious pocket of the loose gipsy coat, that enveloped 
his burly ftame. One after another of those pockets she 
softly examined, but so light had her touch to he, so cau- 
tious her every motion l^t he should awaken, that some 
time was occupied in the search. At length all was ex- 
amined without success, save a small pocket in his vest, 
which was by far the most difficult for her fingers to in 
vade, on account of the position of his arm, which rested 
upon it, as it lay across his breast. Costanza feared, if she 
attempted to move this member of his body, that he 
would open his eyes, and perhaps give her a furious 
blow ; there was no other way, however, and she bravely 
resolved to make the trial. 

Passing her fingers gently, then, under his arm, she gave 
it a soft shove downward, which left the pocket exposed, 
but which caused him to mutter some inarticulate curse, 
then throwing both arms over his head, he once more 
passed into a deep unbroken sleep. The pocket was 
within reach of her long thin fingers now, and again she 
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leaned over the unconscious man, and proceeded to inspect 
its contents. A small knife, and a quill toothpick, first 
presented themselves, then a tiny paper box met her 
touch, which was quicklj drawn out and opened. 

The lost treasure was there, safe and unhai-raed ! 

Gently replacing the other articles, Costaaza retained 
these, muttering to herself — 

" He will think, if he misses them, that he lost them in 
iiis drunken spree;" then placing the . recovered treasure 
underneath the needlework, and securing the cover of the 
large box with a stout string, she slipped the whole under 
her shawl, and taking fi-om a nail, upon the side of the 
wagon, a small instrument of mtisic, she left the spot, 
closing the door behind her, and turned towards the bashes 
where she had hidden the trembling, obedient child. 

"Oome, Erita," she whispered, "all ia safe and quiet 
now ; the men are sleeping soundly, and it is time for us 
to commence our daily -vfork. Here is your instrument ; 
now you must play and sing your very best to-day, that 
we may please Alfonso, by earning a deal of money." 

"He won't whip me then, will he, good mammy ? I am 
so lame I can hardly walk," she added, as Costanza clasped 
her little band, and turned towards the city, 

" Poor lamb 1 I know it is hard to take you out to-day I 
but cheer up — there may be good luck for us, after all this 
exertion, I too am weak and feeble, and can scarcely drag 
myself along. But let us press onward, for once within 
the city, we can sit down upon some door-step and rest. 

A long pause ensued, during which time they must 
have passed over half a mile, when suddenly, a hard turn 
of coughing seized poor Costanza ; so severe did this be- 
come, that Eita was obliged to support her trembUng. frfwne 
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to a seat under a tree, upon the gi-een grass, by the side of 
the road. 

The little one was frightened at the ashy palene^ that 
had settled over her companion's countenance, and the sKorb 
breath that oppressed her, after the coughing had ceased. 

" Mammy, don't you feel better now ?" she asked, with 
cLuivering lips, and trembling voice, more to arouse the 
poor snffero", who sat leaning her head against the trunk 
of the tree, with closed eyelids and cheeks white as death, 
' Mammy I Mammy ! speak to Eita I she is so lonesome, 
mammy dear 1" 

No answer came to the imploring voice of the httle girL 
No answer I for Costanza had fainted from exhaustion 
and debility. 

" Mammy I" still pleaded the _ child. " Tou look so 
white and strange, I am afraid 1 Why don't you speak to 
Rita ? I love you, indeed I do, good mammy 1 Oh dear I 
I am all alone, and something dreadful has happened to 
mammy," 

Here the poor little girl burst into tears, and wildly 
kissed the pale hps of her only friend, aa if, by these affec- 
tionate caresses, she thought to arouse her. 

The kisses seemed at length to have the desired effect, 
for Costanza opened her eyes and smiled faintly upon the 
weeping child, 

" Oh mammy, you are not dead ! I was so frightened — I 
thought you had died and left poor Eita all alone. But 
you did not die, you would not be so cruel, would you, 
mammy dear ?" 

" God forbid, my darling I I think I must have fainted ! 
I shall soon be better. Can you see water near ?" 

"Yesl there is a stream close by, but if you wish a 
drink, I have no cup," returned Eita, sadly. 
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" Take my handkereliief and wet, then, darling ! You 
can bathe my head a httle, then we will hurry on." 

Eita did as she was directed, and returning, she appHed 
the wet cloth, to the head and face of the gipsy, which 
seemed to revive her. 

Plucking a lai^e leaf from tiie ground, under a horse 
chestnut tree, she folded it in such a manner that it formed 
quite a little cup, from which Oostanza quenched her 
thirst 

Thus refreshed, in about half an hour she ^ain arose, 
and once more proceeded towards the city. 

" Take a good look behind vis, darling, to see if any of 
our people are coming. Be very watchful all the way, for 
I do not wish to be followed. My eyes are dim and un- 
certain, this morning, so I must trust to you." 

" Never fear, mammy 1 I wiU surely tell you, if any 
person appears in sight Oh mammy, poor little Eita will 
be very good, and mind every word you say, if you will 
only keep well, and not look so strange and white, as you 
did just now. What would Eita do, if you were to die, 
good m»rnmy ? Alfonso would kill me then, I know he 
would !" she added, with a shudder. 

" My poor pet 1" was all that Oostanza could reply, for 
tears choked her utterance, and she strove mightily to re- 
press them, lest Eita should be yet more alarmed at her 
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THE STBEET SINSEE. 

"Speak gentlj to the joung, for they 
WfU iime eninigli io bear— 
PtuB tbrougli tills life as beat (bes may. 



8pe>i genUy, Hndly to (he poor- 
Let no tatat tons be heard : 
They hate enough they niiiet endure. 



SHE feet of the gipsy woman and the brown 
1 haired child tarried not a moment, until the 
5 of the great city of London were 
^ reached, and the high wails of the bnildings 
covered them from all eyes that might be peering from 
the, camp, 

Oostanza knew not why she was so fearfti] of being de- 
tained, except it were her great anxiety to find a hiding 
place for the little girl, whose lot was daily growing worse 
and worse, and for whose life she often trembled 

She was pursuing no unusual course in thus leaving the 
encampment, for it was the wish of Alfonso that she should 
take the child to every town, village, or city, through 
which they passed, to sing, and thus obtain the money 
which he spent in drink and carousing. The thoughts 
that had filled her mind all night she knew had mr,de her 
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nervous, and strangely escited, and this inward disquiet 
but lent speed to lier feet, and a eliiliiiig dread to her 
bosom. 

Passing rapidly, then, down one sti-eet, and up another, 
she paused at length, before a high brick dwelling, and 
bidding Eita play and sing, she sat down upon the stone 
steps to rest, for she was veiy weary, and she was also un- 
wontedly sad. 

In meek obedience, the little creature placed her instru- 
ment in tie right position upon her arm, and commenced 
a plaintive tune, while her timid, trembling voice, fuU of 
beauty and of power, floated out upon the morning air. 

The words were sweet and sad, but the voice of the child 
was sweeter far, and the melody she threw around, was 
truljywonderftil in one so young. 

A crowd soon collected near the tiny songstress, and 
when Coatanza went among them, gathering the pennies 
they readily bestowed, she was astonished and pleased at 
the unusual quantity. 

" Cross my hand with silver, lady," she said, as the 
child ceased singing and prepared to travel on — " Cross 
the gipsy woman's hand, and she will tell you a nice for- 
tune. Come now, bonny lady, cross the fortune-teller's hand 
with silver, and you will hear something of your sweet- 
heart and your wedding-day." 

The young girl she addressed hesitated a moment, then 
placing some small coins in Costmiza's hand, she stretched 
out her palm for the promised fortuna 

" I see," said the gipsy, " lines, that picture weaitti and 
plenty — ^lines, again, that say your path is to be crossed 
for a while, for two suitors will be pleading for your love. 
One is rich, but he is not to be tbe chosen, although 
trouble lies between the favored of your heart, and suc- 
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ceaa But never fear ; tKe clouds wiJl by and by disperse, 
and jou will roairy tihe man you love. He is a fair- 
haired, light complexioned man, and he loves you as hg 
does bis life." 

The girl laughed, and drawing away her hand, with a 
look of deep satisfaction, ran gaily on, while Oostanza, 
eqiially pleased with her good luck, passed into a wider, 
and more frequented street, where once more she paused, 
while the voice of the little one swelled and trilled melo- 
diously upon the ears of the passer-by. 

" Stop, Bennett," exclaimed a tall, handsome gentle- 
man to bis companion, as, arm in arm, they were hurrying 
through the crowded thoroughfare; "bark! what a 
splendid voice ! where can that singing be ?" 

" I do not know ; but it is very sweet ! Why, ^usseU, 
it surely cannotbe that httle chUdj standing before yonder 
bouse ?" 

" It certainly is i" exclaimed the first speaker ; " I 
never heard anything so wonderfully beautifal before, 
from such a mere child. Let ua go nearer. What a 
e 1 did you ever see such eyes, and such 
t features? What a pity so much beauty, and sncb 
musical talents, should be wasted upon a street ^nger." 

The two gentlemen paused by the side of Rita, until 
her song was finished, then the one addr^sed by the name 
of Russell, placed a piece of money in her hand, and 
gently inquired her name. 

" Majgberita, sir," was the answer, as the beautiful 
eyes gazed sadly into his own, 

" Where do you live, little one T again asked the gen- 
tleman, who was deeply interested in the little singer, he 
knew not why. 

" I stay with the gipsy mother," murmured the child, 
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pointing her tiny finger to tlie form of Costansai, who stood 
■with her back towards her, busy telling fortunes to as 
many of the crowd as would cross hei- hand with money. 

" Is it your mother, little one?" once more questioned 
the stranger, 

" It is my gipsy mother, not my own sweet i 
She is far away, where the blue waters dash and foa 

"What is her name, poor child?" still aj 
gazing Mndly into the timid little eyes, raised to bis so 
pleadingly. 

A low sob was the only answer, as a burst of tears fol- 
lowed the question. 

" Poor little thing 1 Can you tell us mamma's name, 
now ?" said Russell, as the tears fiowed less freely, and 
the agitated bosom ceased toTieava 

" I do not know her name ; I only called her mamma, 
and she called me her hly-bud — her darling," 

" Where is she now?" 

" I do not know 1 Far away where the Amo dashes 
and quivers in the sunshine." 

" Italy ! I'll be bound 1" exclaimed Bennett " But she 
is not an Italian child, I know from her looks. I should 
not wonder if she had been stolen by those thieving gipsies. 
But come on, Eussell, or we Shall be late ; the seminaiy 
bell must have rung before this." 

" I hate to leave the poor little outcast, but I suppose I 
must," returned Kussell, and slipping another piece of 
money into the hand of the little girl, he passed on ; but 
all day the voice of the street singer sounded in his ear, 
and liose beautiful brown eyes seemed gazing into his 

" Mammy ! see here, mammy I what a splendid gentle- 
man gave me !" said Rita, as Costanza once more came to 
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her side, at the same time exhibiting a gold piece, and 
the smaller coies, to the eager gaze of the gifsy woman. 

" Where is he ? how came he to give you such a trea- 
sure?" asked Costanza, grasping the gold, the first she 
had touched for many a weaiy day. 

" He said some bell must have rung and he must ga 
He gave me this for my sweet singing — those were his 
words; and oh, he aeked my name, and who my own 
mother was, and where she Hved. But mammy, I wept, 
because I could not tell him."- 

" Oh, if I could only have seen him, if I could but have 
spoken to him ! Which' way did he go, child ? tell me, 
and we will burry after him." 

" Down that street, mammy ; but he has gone now, and 
I do not know where." 

Seizing the child's hand in hers, the poor gipsy hurried 
along, in the direction taken by the gentleman ; but with 
all her speed, she could not overtake them ; and disap- 
pointed and anxious, she sat down upon some steps, once 
more to rest her weary frame. 

While seated there with Rita by her side, she revolved 
in het own mind, what should next-be done. When she 
had left the encampment that morning, she was flushed 
with the hope that something would happen before night- 
fall, that would rescue Rita, and save herself She had. 
allowed herself to dream that she had looked Jier last 
upon that tribe, made hateful in her sight by the brutal 
treatment of Alfonso to herself^ and her fondly loved 
cbai^ 

JTow she realized her disappointment 

Night would soon cast its shadows over the city ; she 
had no resting-place within its broad environs ; no shelter 
for her weary, fiiinting frame, in all its countless dwellings. 
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Among the vast mimber of its inliabitants, who would 
shield, even for one night, a strolling gipsy ? 

These thoughts filled her with sadn^s, but she could 
not shake them off! 

She saw that necessity eompelied her to return to the 
encampment of her people ; so, opening a well-worn purse, 
she counted over her gains. The sum it contained far 
exceeded her usual success, without counting the golden 
treasure, given by the kind stranger, in the morning, 
which she much desired to conceal for the benefit of Bita. 
But would the amount satisfy the greediness of Alfonso's 
appetite ? Would it save her "darling from his dreadful 
whip? 

Long she sat and studied I Then taking the gold piece 
from her purse, she festened it in the remotest portion of 
her dress-pocket, by folding over a corner, and securing 
it firmly with a piu ; then charging Eita not to mention 
to Alfonso that this had been given them, as she wished 
to hide it, for the purpose of buying shoes, to replace the 
worn ones on her little feet-, she arose, and ouce more 
turned sadly into a street that led from the city ; but she 
paused once, before she gained the open fields, to pur- 
chase a substantial supper for herself and child, fearing 
that, being late in their return, Alfonso would again de- 
prive them of food. 

It was well she had this forethought, as after events 
fully testified. 

She had a long road to pass over, after she left the 
crowded streets and lordly dwellings ; long for her feeble 
footsteps, and the stars were in the sky, but the moon was 
shedding scarcely a ray upon the grass and road, so dark 
and dismal had it become, before the wagons of the gipsy 
camping-ground arose before her. 
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She had not intended to be so late, and she trembled as 
she thought of the anger of Alfonso at her umianal delay, 
for she well knew that he was entirely out of money, (her 
search through his pockets in the looming had pro- 
ven that,) and she feared that he would wait for her 
return, to seize the proceeds of their weary toil, to spend 
for his nightly pleasures in the city. 

The sound of his angry voice, as she drew near, proved 
that her fears were well founded. 

iil&nso did await their return. 
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FCETHEE CKIMEa 

gOU baggage!" exclaimed a rough voice, aa Oos- 
' tanza approached the fire aroand which the 
! gipsy crew were seated, takmg their evening 
" You lazy, good for nothing pest, what 
made you crawl along bo slowly,? You ought to have 
been back, an hour and a half aga "Where is that snivel- 
ling brat, I say ?" he added, for Costanza had advised 
Rita to hide herself in the wagon, instead of advancing 
with her, by which means she hoped to shield her fi:om 
trouble, " "What have you done with the imp ? tell me, 
or it will be worse for you ;" he eselaimed, seizing her by 
the arm, and shaking her roughly aa he spoka 

," Let go of my arm, if ypu wish me to speak. I have 
done nothing with the child, unless making her sing her- 
self to death, be a sin. See, I have brought a good stock of 
money, gained by her sweet songs. I could not break 
away sooner, when unusual luck was ours. Darkness 
came almost too fast, to-day, money seemed so plenty." 

" Plenty for all but us," growled the man ; " money is 
scarce enough in this camp. Give me the change quick, 
for I would count this* famous luck. Mind, I expect at 
least three pounds for this late tramp, 

Costanza's heart beat quickly at these words ; she knew 
there was not half that amount in that worn and faded 
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purse, and sbe knew, also, that Alfonso was in so terrible 
a mood, that fifty would not satisfy him. 

Tremblingly then, she awaited his next words. 

" Ha 1 ha ! great luck truly ! the whole of one pound. 
Look here, woman, I won't stand this ! Thtt^e, take that," 
said he, giving her a blow that felled her to the earth, " and 
that, and that," he added, kicking her prostrate form with 
his heavy boot. " Now bring me that brat, and let me 
give her what she deserves, for this paltry sum. Get up, 
I tell you," he exclaimed, giving her another kick, " and 
hunt up that girl" . 

Costanza arose with difficulty, for she was stiff with 
bruises, bat she made no movement to place the poor lit- 
tle child within his reach. 

"You won't atir, hey I then I will make you," ex- 
claimed the wretch, springing towards her, and grasping 
her long black hair, which had become loosened by the 
rough treatment she had received, he dragged her several 
steps by these sweeping locks. 

A piercing cry btirst upon the ear at this moment, and 
little Eita, who had witnessed the whole scene from a win- 
dow of the wagon, came flying to the spot 
" "Stop! stop ! for heaven's sake i" she cried. "Stop, don't 
kiU my mammy 1 She has been sick all day. Don't hurt 
her. Please don't, Alfonso." 

" Ah ! here you are, you imp of Satan !" exclaimed the 
infuriated man, releasing Costanaa, and catching the trem- 
bling child by the arm. " So you hide away when you come 
back, do you ? Afraid of a tiirashing, were you ? It is 
well you know what you deserve. How does it feel, hey ?" 
continued the brute, as he gave her blow afier blow with 
a heavy stick he had picked from the ground, upon her 
already sore and wounded back. " Curses on you ! I could 



Hosteatv Google 



168 COUSIN PAUL. 

tear you limb from \\mb I" he muttered, while &at and 
thick the hlows fell upon the unfortunate child. 

" Stop now, I aay, Alfonso ! That ia quite enough in 
all conscienee I" interfered a rough dark man, starting up 
from the fire; " I beheve in whipping, when it is deserved, 
but I don't see the senae of killing what is of value. If 
you strike the giil another blow, she cannot sing to-mor- 
row, and a pound to-day and another to-morrow, is not 
so bad to my mind. Let her go, I tell you, we have had 
enough of that, for this time." 

" Ah I for this time, mind you both," said Alfonso, 
pushing the bleeding child toward Costanaa. " K more 
money comes not to-morrow I doubt if you see ano- 
ther day. Out of my sight, now, if you know what 
is best. Not a morsel of supper do you hare tihia 
night" 

Slowly, for both were bruised and sore, the poor creatures 
crawled towards their wagon, and dra^ng themselves 
within its shelter, they threw their weary bodies upon the 
bed, and there, exhausted and suffering, they sobbed, in 
each other's arms, 

" My precious darling 1 to think that mammy could not 
save you !" sighed the poor woman, as she pressed kiss 
after kiss upon the tearful little fece beside her. 

"Good mammy 1" sobbed the child, "you did all you 
could. I was glad he left you, even if it was to whip ma 
I nearly died, when I saw him kick you and drag you so 
savagely by the hair. Oh, mammy, it was dreadful I But 
you won't let it Vill you, for my sake ; you will live longer 
for Eita, won't you, dear, good mammy?" 

" God grant that I may 1" murmured the gipsy. " Dread- 
fiil indeed would be your lot with such a brute, my pre- 
cious brown-eyed birdie." 
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^t this moment tkey heard Alfonso's voice, under their 
■window, saying to some companion, 

" Oome this way Bob, let the other fellows get ahead, 
while we follow slowly to the city. I want to talk as we 
go along, for I have a grand scheme to tell you — but m.um 
is the word. First though, let me go back to secure old 
Betsy's butcher iaife, as we may need it before daylight 
"Wait here one moment; I will soon be back," 

A pause ensued, and Costanza .held her breath lest she 
sbould lose a word of this strange conversation. 

"All right, Bob I" she heard Alfonso whisper on his re- 
turn ; " Bess was easily gulled. I told her I m^ht need 
the knife to kill a sheep, for we must be in want of meat 
AU right, come on !" 

So the two passed away, and as Costanza drew aside 8 
small curtain from the window, and gazed after them, she 
distinctly saw a female figure creeping softly after their 
receding forms, seemingly intent upon watching their 
motions, and overhearing their words. 

" What can this mean ?" thought the gipsy woman, as 
she dropped the curtain after they had disappeared, and 
again rested her aching head upon the pillow by the side 
of the now sleeping Kita. " What terrible deed does 
that guilty wretch contemplate amid the darkness of 
night ! Oh, Alfonso, how fast are you plunging on to 
ruin !" 

Closing her eyes, ste sought to compose herself to sleep, 
but it was some time before she succeeded in chasing the 
fearful visions from her mind, that was suggested by those 
dark and meaning words. Horror upon horror flitted 
through her brain, imaginations full of blood and death, in 
which Alfonso stood prominent, presented themselves, 
until weariness and excitement prevailed and fitful alum* 
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bers, mingled with "broken dreams, visited her exhausted 
fi-ame. 

Turning from the encampment, let us follow the two 
men in their nightly tramp towards, the city, and listen to 
the villaiuoua scheme, unfolded to Bob, hy Alfonso. 

The night was very dark, the road very lonely and 
quiet, and the two seemed to. have not the slightest fear of 
being' overheard, in the deep solitude of the spot and 
hour. 

" Well, Al, what is in the wind ?" asked Bob ; " what 
good job do you cal6ulate on? Something to line our 
pockets, I hope ! Mine is as empty as a cuss !" 

" Line our pockets, did you say ? Dam me if it don't ! 
I tell you. Bob, I am tired of this grinding poverty ; a 
fellow can't get a decent dram now-a-days because he is so 
wretchedly poor. I, vow I can't stand it, I will have 
money! I don't care how it comea, I will have it I The 
world owes me a living, and if it don't give it to me, I will 
steal it I" 

"Bravo say I to that!" returned Bob ; "this snaUisli 
way of getting along don't suit my composition either. 
Thunder I how I long for some great haul, some good 
dive into somebody's money bags I" 

" Ha ! ha I bully for you, Bob I Bully for you 1 I 
thought you would do, to help a fallow in a ticklish job 1 
I se^, Idid not mistake my man. Well, to busiaess I but 
let us rest a bit under this tree, while I tell you my plan, 
for there is plenty of tune, as we must keep sober untal 
this work is over ; then, hurrah for a jolly spree I Now 
listen." 

So saying, the two rascals threw themselves into an easy 
posture upon the grass, and drawing out their pipes from a 
huge pocket, they proceeded to fill them with tobacco,' and 
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puffed away, in order to ignite the coDtenfe of the weU- 
fiUed bowls, while they applied a ready match to the 
surface. 

So intent were they upon this occupation, and their 
guilty plana, that they did not notice the stealthy form 
that crept to the spot, and glided behind a clump of bushes, 
not au arms lergth from their side. 

" Well, Bob." said Alfonso, after drawing Beveral long 
puffs to make sure that the smoking operation would be a 
sacceas ; " well now for my story 1 Last night, as I was 
about passing into a drinking saloon, I heard an old lip- 
pier, who stood on the steps, say to another, " there goes 
Mr. Oleaveland ! I wish I was half as rich ! Why couldn't 
he give a chap a lift, I wonder ; he don't know what to do 
with his jink," 

" I looked at the person old Stephen pointed out, then, 
instead of entering the saloon as I had intended, I followed 
the rich man as he passed up the street 

" He had not far to go, it seemed, as in a few momenta 
he ascended the steps of a splendid house, and taJdng a 
dead latch-key from his pocket, he unlocked the door and 
entered. 

" I was certain, now, that he had reached his home 1 

" Oh how I panted to steal softiy behind him, secrete 
myself until midnight, then help myself to the gentleman's 
gold, or perhaps ■ to some of his prime silver, for tins I 
know so wealthy a person must possess, 

" I could not accomplish this then, however, . but I 
chuckled as a thought crossed my brain : so marking the 
house that I might be sure to find it again, I walked back 
to the saloon, laying my plans as I went, for a future visit 
to the rich man's home — a secret pull at his well filled 
coffers. Hey boy!" added the villain, giving his com- 
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panion a hearty slap on the shoulder. '' A thousand 
pounds would not be bad, would it, these devilish thirsty 
days ? What say you to paying the chap a visit to-night, 
filling our pockets, then going shares with the spoU ?" 

" Agreed ! it will be prime fun I But how shall .we get 
inside the premises ?" 

" Nothing easier ! where there is a will there is a way ! 
"We can cut a panel from the back door, after we scale the 
fence of the dooryard, then insert our arms and undo the 
fastenings. This accomplished, we can take off our boots, 
go in stocking-footed, unlock the front door in order to 
escape readily, if discovered, and then search the 
premises," 

" But what did you want of the butcher-knife ?" asked 
Bob. 

" Use it in cutting the door, or perhaps run it into Mr. 
Cleaveland's heart, if he happens to discover us. Nothing 
like being ready for a contingency, you observe." 
■ " Yes 1 yea 1 Al, that is a fact, shall we jog along now ? 
it must be getting late." 

"I suppose we might as well I wish it was not so 
deuced dark." 

" Pshaw ! what a wish I It is the best thing that could 
happen, , with such a piece of work in hand," returned 
Bob. 

"I believe you are right thera Come on !" 

Once more the two men arose, and travelled towards the 
city, never halting again, except occasionally to refill and 
light the pipe, they considered bo essential to comfort and 
happiness. 
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PS they left the spot where Alfonso naaaeveiopea 
~i his well laid scheme of villainy, the same 
j stealthy form that had crouched behind the 
shea, again glided away, but this, time her 
feet turned towards the gipsy camp, leaving the giiilty 
plotters to pass unwatehed and unharmed on their way to 
the scene of burglary and plunder, if not of murder. 

As the person advanced, pla^ng a saie distance between 
them, she raised herself to her usual height, but that was 
not being very erect, as age had bent her shoulders, and 
even amid the darkness, her snow white hair might he dis- 
tinguished by a close observer. 

It was Bess, the same old crone that Alfonso supposed 
he had deceived in regard to the butcher-knife, 

" So ho I" she muttered, as she hobbled away, " that 
is the game, is it ? Precious scamps you are becoming, to 
besurel Breaking into houses, plundering, mayhaps mur- 
dering the innocent inhabitants. Who ever supposed a 
gipsy would stoop so low ? Stealing cattle, and poultry 
is not against our principles, but burglaiy is not in our 
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line often. Well, well, what is the world coming to, I 
wonder? Wanted iny butcher knife tokiJl asheep, did ye? 
thought to pull wool over the eyea of old Bess, hey ? 
Well, all I have to say is, you did not do it this time, and 
it is strange to me, if you do get a chance to do that pesky 
thing. Bess is no fool, if she is nigh eighty years of age. 
No — no I 'tis not so easy to catch old birds with chaif, my 
boys ! No ! no !" 

So muttering, the old woman jogged onward, heedless 
alike of distance or darkness, and in about some fifteen 
minutes she found herself crouching beside the low em- 
bers of the fire, holding over the feeHe blaze which she had 
succeeded in fanning, her withered hands, for the night 
was chilly and her aged fingers were blue with cold. 
Casting now and then a handful of chips upon the blaze, 
the old crone succeeded at last in getting herself thou- 
roughly warmed, then creeping into her accustomed sleep- 
ing place, in one of the canvas-covered wagons, amid 
half a dozen other forms, she rolled herself into a warm, 
thick, comfortable, and was soon ^leep, but the last 
thought that filled her mind, before she closed her eyes, 
was, " I must be up by the first peep of day, to see Ckistan- 
za, before the others stir. Ah, me 1 what will she say to 
. this ? Poor thii^ !" 

It was still dusky around, although daylight was be- 
ginning to light the horizon, when Bess again opaied 
her eyes, and softly arose to her feet Y.erj cautiously, 
she moved among the sleeping forms, aa she passed to the 
end of the wagon, and slid to tiie ground. Standing still 
a moment, gazing back to see if any one stiri-ed, she was 
satisfied that her catlike movements had been unobserved, 
and that all were stU! sleeping soundly. 

As she paused beside the wagon, the feeble light of day 
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glimmering aroimd, revealed yet more perfectly her 
withered features. 

The holiow cheeks, ftirrowed by deeply set -wrinkles, 
the toothless mouth, the snow-white locks, all combined 
to tell her many years and fi^nent exposures to hai-d- 
ships and storms, but her black piercing eyes, spoke still 
of energy and fire. 

Passing softly to the rear of the wagon, she approached 
Costanza's resting-place. Gently opening the door, she 
entered, and earefiilly closing it after her, she crept towards 
the bed, and placing her hand upon the sleeping woman's 
shoulder, she whispered, 

" Wake up, child, wake up I It is morning, and time to 
stir yourself " 

"Who speaks?" asked Costanza, opening her heavy 
e^ee and gazing around. 

'■' Hush, speak low — ^it is nobody but old Bess I" whis- 
pered the crone. 

" Why Bess, what started you so early ? It is hardly 
day yet 1 Is anything the matter?" 

"Matter enough, I should say] I wish to talk to you. 
Is the ehUd asleep ?" 

" Yea, soundly. She was very tired and exhausted, but 
she sleefs well now," replied Costanza, rising, but seating 
herself upon the edge of the bed, making room at the 
same time for Bess beside her, who gladly took the prof- 
fered place. "What has happened that you seek me thus 
early ?" 

A pause followed before Bess offered to speak, and then 
her words were, as if she had not heard the question just 
asked. 

" It has been a dark night, and many a dajk deed has 
probably been transacted.'' 
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"Do you know of any in particular Beas?" again que- 
ried Costanza. 

" Ah, yea, do 1 1 WJiat would an old soul like Bess, 
be doing in tlie darkness, ferreting out mysteries, when 
young forms sleep and dream ?" 

" Oome, Bess, tell me what you mean? Is danger tlireat- 
ening our encampment?" 

" Danger ! yea ; but it is of a kind you little dream. 
Mayhap a prison cell, or hangman's rope, for some of our 
party." 

" Bess, what do you mean V" 

"Pretty doings was there last night, girl I Are you 
certain the child sleeps?" 

" Yes, Bess, Eila never wakes easily. Go on, I am cu- 
rious to hear what has happened." 

" Well," resumed the crone, " last night, after Alfonso 
had vented his rage upon yourself and the pretty baby, 
and had seen you disappear, he once more counted your 
hard earnings and chuckled, 

" ' Not so bad after all, is it Bob ? hetta" luck than we 
have had in many a day. Obme on, let us go to the city ! ' 
"'Yes; quite a heap of jink they brought, I think. The 
young one is a great windfall, with her fine singing. I 
counted it sti-ange in^you to beat them so, when they had 
done so well ; what possessed you?' 

" ' Curse them !' returned Alfonso, ' I did it to make 
them do better yet The whining fools ! Let them know 
once that you are satisfied, and there they stop I I know 
their infernal pranks. Yes, sir ! the licking will make 
them all the sharper,:and to-morrow they will double this. 
You mark that' 

"'And get whipped again, after doing it, I suppose;' 
said I, for I could not keep still 
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" ' What if they do, oH grizzly head ? It is none of 
your business. Shut up now, and speak -when you are 
spoken to,' growled Alfonso fiercely, shaking his fist 
at me. 

" I concluded to obey, as he seemed so savage, but it 
required a great effort to-keep from telling my opinion of 
his conduct and words." 

"Good Bess, returned Costanza, laying her hot hand 
upon the old woman's, " tten you did sympathize with us 
last night ?" 

" Yes indeed !" was the answer, " he was a brute. I 
thought so then, but I am certain of it now. Only hear 
the rest of my story. As they stood talking, most of our 
men had risen, and started 02^, but Alfonso yet lingered, 
telling Bob to wait for him. In a few monients they also 
turned away, but I heard Alfonso speak some strange 
words about wanting to tell Bob something, but I pre- 
';^Dded not to heed their talk. Presently Alfonso returned 
to the fire, and comii^ to my side, whispered, 

" ' Let me have that knife you used awhile ago, to dis- 
joint that chicken; do now, Bess, won't you?' 

" ' What for?' asked I crossly, for I thought his manner 
odd. 

"'To kill a sheep if we" find one, old woman. Our 
stock of meat must be low !' 

" ' That it is,' said I, handing him the knife, ' One tires of 
fowls, very soon. Some mutton now would be a perfect 
godsend.' 

" I said this innocently enough, but I well knew some 
different thing from sheep killing was intended by the rasr 
cal, and I resolved to find . out what it could be in good 
time. 

" Old Bess is not easily banlked I 
8* 
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" They passed on into, the darkness, and foldk^ a heavy 
shawl around me, I passed behind the wagons and followed, 
dod^ng their footsteps. 

" They threw themselves upon the ground about a 
quarter of a mile from here, and lighting their pipes, Alfon- 
so proceeded to unfold his wretched schema As I had 
crawled behind some low bushes, close beside tbem, I 
heard every word of a conversation that caused me much 
indignation and horror. 

" ' Last night, Bob,' said Alfonso, ' as I stood on the 
steps of a drinking saloon about to enter, an old tippler 
esclaimed to another, ' diere goes Mr. Cleaveland, one of 
the richest men around. I wish I had some of his money.' 
I did not enter the place after hearing these words, but 
followed the rich man home. I saw him ascend the steps 
of a splendid house and disappeiff within, and marked it, 
so that I could find it again. I propose to cut a panel &oni 
the back door, to-night, go m, in our stocking feet, unlock 
the front door, so that we can escape that way if diacoveredl, 
and then help ourselves to money, silver, or any other 
valuables that may present themselves. If detected, tiie 
butcher knife shall find its way to the old chap's heart, 
right soon,' 

" Bob agreed to the proposal, and promising to divide 
the spoils, they passed on, whUe I hurried back to the 
camp. I was very weary after my unusual exertion, there- 
fore could not arouse you, as I well knew that nothing we 
could do, would prevent the bui^glaiy. This morning I 
awoke thus early, in order to tell you the story before 
others were abroad." 

"Oh Bess, what is this thing you tell lae? Can it be 
■possible that Alfonso has become so depraved in vilhuny ?" 
exclaimed Oostanza "To become a housebreaker, a 
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burglar, perhaps a murderer, really, the horror is dread- 
fiil — dreadful [" 

A convnlsive motion passed over the poor creature 83 
she spoke, and throwing her apron over her feee, she 
rocked her body to and fro, in extreme agony of mind," 

" Don't child ! Don't take on bo 1" murmured Besa, 
stiiving to comfort her, " Perhaps they will not be dis- 
covered! Perhaps they are yet safe !" 

" Safe I Oh Bess, safe did you say, with a State Prison 
ofienee hanging over their heads? Oh Alfonso, Alfonso, 
how eould you do this fearful deed ? But Bess, what can 
we do? Have you thought of anything for their de- 
liverance ?" 

" No, child ! nothing can he dona It is daylight, and 
the crime has been all completed before this. The rascals 
are now in the hands of the police, or off on another spree. 
But I must go, as I see signs of life in yonder wagon. 
Keep still about what I have told you ; never let it pass 
your lips. If they are in prison, we must do something to 
release them. I will study out what that something shall 
be, before night." 

Here the old crone disappeared, leaving Oostanza alone 
with her sorrow. 

She stiU sat weeping on the bedside, ber apron over her 
head, her body rocking to and &o, when she was startled 
by a pair of soft arms encircling her neck, and a musical 
voice, whispering in her ear. 

" Don't cry, mammy darUng, you have Eita yet 1 Your 
poor little Eita loves you, indeed ' she does, mammy 1 
Don't cry, any more, please don't I" 

Pulling away the apron from her face, the little one 
kissed again and again, lips, cheek, and brow, of her 
friend. 



Hosteatv Google 



IftJ COUSIN PAUL. 

" My precious birdie, you are my only comfort !" ex- 
claimed the gipsy, catching the child in her arms and 
fondly caressing her. 

" Then you won't ciy if Alfonso is bad, will you ? What 
made old Besa tell you all that long story, mammy, when 
you can do nothing to prevent the dreadful sin ?" 

" Eita, were you awate ? did you hear what was said 
juat now?" 

" Yes, mammy, nearly all V" 

" But you must not tell it, you must never breathe it to 
a human being. I am sorry you overheard ua, my pet !'' 
exclaimed Costaaza. 

" It will do no harm, for I shall certainly keep the 
secret Surely you can trust your Kita, mammy." 

The child laid her head upon Oostanza's shoulder aa she 
spoke, one arm still encircled her neck, but.with the other 
hand she patted the poor woman's pallid cheek, caress- 
ingly. 

"Trust you? Yes! yes! my star, my blossom, my 
pretty, pretty flower!" sighed Costanza, pressing her 
lovingly to her bosom, and wiping away her tears. 

" Shall I sing the song you taught me, mammy, before 
we go out ? Listen to my pretty song. Maybe itwill chase 
away your teara" 

Rita's song. 

I'm a poor little waif, floating down tlio stream of Time, 
Far adrift^ ftom my parenla, and wy home. 
MoBt lieBUtiTul, sod Mr, was that early home of mine, 
Wliere lovii^ glances, 01%, met my own. 

No angry Toioes ohided, no brutal whip was there. 
No cruel trempe required, in that spot ; 
Auction's sweetest pleasures, nncheokered by a care, 
And joy done, was mingled in my lot ! 
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My father I rememtier, a noble gentleman, 
Wto ever looted mth fondest pride on me. 
Alas ! how can I fiaisli the piotuie so began ? 
Or tell how I no more Ms Ciee may see ? 

He showered kiesea on me, his only preoious oMld ; 
And ever boi^ht me presents rich and tare ; 
I Bat npon his knee,— as I prattled, how he smil'd, 
Or smoothed with loving touch my curling hair, 

Bnt ah 1 1 see before me another gentle one. 
Whose spirit hovers near me day and night I 
Her face of monmfnl beauty, hei voice of tender tone. 
Seem ever btusting on my ear, and sight 

That fece, I often saw bending o'er m; cradle bed, 
Boft loUabies that voice would ever sing : 
Upon her loving bosom I nestled my yonng head. 
And to her clasping arms, would gladly spring. 

prewoas, darling, mother, I cry for thee, in vain I 
My heart is uearly'broken, wiUi this grief I 

They tore me from thine ajms, heeding not the Mtter pain. 
And leaving not a shadow of relief. 

1 wander now a gipsy ! The green-wood is my home I 
The gipsy camp my Bhelter thtoi^ the night. 

Each day I eatn my bread, in the towns throngh which we roan 
By songs that £11 my hearers wiUi de%ht 

Amid my lonely esUe, while tears fiiU &st and wild, 
(he ray of comfort OTily, fills my breast ! 
One voice alom speaks kindly, to BootlB the weepii^ child 1 
One person only pants to give me rest. 

It is ibe gipsy mother, who cares for me each day ; 
Upon whose loving bosom oft 1 weep ; 
In peril she has shielded, in sorrow been my stay, 
And in her tender arms each night I sleep. 

To soothe her weeping ar^uish they broi^ht me to her aide, 
For in the grave, her only dwrling lay. 
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"Won't yon lore yonr gipsy mother, preoioua girl?" she oiied> 
WMe tea™ from my Bad eyes, slje Jtiea'd away. 

Yea ! Til lore my gipej mother, bH Life's jonmej through. 
For cBre bestowed upon me every hour I 
I find her evei faiihfril, I £iid her ever true, 
I find her ever waiel^ of hei flower. 

" Oh my darling, what would' life be to poor Costanza 
without your love?" sighed the gipsy, as she pressed her 
yet closer to her bosom, and wildly kissed her cherub lips. 
" Yet all this joy cannot be cherished long ! Once more 
must I think of my darling's welfere, before my own 
pleasure in her love. Come, Eita, we must travel on 
without our breakfast this morning. We must be off, 
before Alfonso or the men return, for it may be, if they 
find all here, that aiter last night's aSair, he may order us 
to leave this spot, to fly from pursuit, and, I cannot go 
until I see that gentleman, who was so kind to you yester- 
day. We must search well for him to-day, and maybe we 
shall be successful ! We can buy some bread as we walk 
along, and thus satisfy our hunger." 

" But mammy, we shall surely meet Alfonso reiummg 
as we go along," remarked Bita, timidly. 

" True, chiid, I had forgotten tihat I "We can take, how- 
ever, a different route. We will go across the fields, in- 
stead of by the main road. 

Taking the child's instrument of music from its accus- 
tomed place, and once more placing the paper box contain- 
ing the tiny wardrobe under her shawl, the poor woman 
took the little girl's hand in hers, and passing down the 
main road until beyond sight of the encampment, fearing 
that prying eyes from the wagons might observe their 
movements, she struck into the fields, when it could safely 
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be done, and as swiftly as her feeble feet would allow, she 
hurried towards the city. 

Hour after hour they walked up and down prominent 
streets, looking in all direelaona for the fonii of their bene- 
factor of the previous day. 

They did not pause to sing, or to tell foi-tunes once, 
so eager were they in this search ; and Oostanza knew, 
that if obliged to return again to the camp, she had the 
gold piece in her pocket, which she could easUy get 
changed into small coins, in order to exhibit as the pro- 
ceeds of the day. 

But as she travelled on, she determined on no account 
to return. Nol better rest upon some doorstep aU the 
night, than meet the abuse she knew would aWait th^ 
appearaiica 

Then again the thought came that Alfonso might 
be oblig©! to fly that night ; if so, of course, if she 
was with them, she would lose all chance of finding the 
person for whom she searched. 

Oh how weary she felt I Would she never see the kindly 
fece of the stranger ! 

Noon had long since passed, and the aitemoon was fer 
advanced and as yet no success. 

Her head swam ! Her eyes grew heavy 1 she felt that 
she should fell if she proceeded another rod, 
■ Gliding to the steps of a church they were at that mo- 
ment passing, she sank upon them, and leaned her ^ddy 
head upon her hand, 

" Mammy ! I hear lovely music !" exclaimed Eita ; " it 
comes from this church ! there is a little side door open 
yonder, may I creep in, and listen to the beautiful sounds, 
while you rest here ?" 

" Yes, darling, go 1 I feel siok and strange, and ti'erefore 
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cannot go any farther yet awiile. Go, listen to the mel- 
ody.'' 

" Do not stir, then, mammy, I will soon be back." 
So the child arose, and softly following the music, dis- 
appeared within the open door. 
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THE BUSGLABY. 

tf N a splendid house, fronting Trafalgar Square, 
'' resided Mr. Cleveland, with his wife and only 
) daughter Ada, a sweet young girl, about fifteen 
ffs of age. 

Very amiable, and aifectionate in disposition, as well as 
beautifiil in person, was this darling daughter of the 
wealthy, pious, and truly benevolent Mr. Cleveland, Her 
bine eyes always beamed fondly on her fiither ; her sweet 
words always comforted the heart of her mother ; and to her 
they ever turned as the delight of their earthly existence, 
the hright^t gem of all their vast possessions. 

What to theia would be earthly riches, if Ada were not 
there to enjoy it with them ? what joy could money pur- 
chase, if deprived of her pure young affections ? 

So often said these loving parents, as they proudly 
watched their only child's development, in gentleness, pu- 
rity, and beauty. 

Ada was indeed very beautiful I Her hair was so lux- 
uriant and so rich in its -chestnut brown shades — ^her eyes 
were so " deeply, darkly, blue," and were fringed with 
such graceftd lashes — ^her skin was so dehcately feir, re- 
vealing so clearly the rosy tinge of her cheek, — while her 
pearl-white teeth and ruby lips were so ripe with beauty, 
that one could not but admire the charming girl 
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Then she was so good, so lively, and so full of ^lish 
enthusiaam, that she was a general favorite with her rela- 
tives, her teachers, and her schoolmates, as well as with 
the many visitors to her father's stately housa 

Sweet Ada Oleaveland would soon have been spoiled by 
adulation and flattery, were it not for the judicious instruc- 
tions of her parents, who, amid all their devotion to 'their 
" one ewe lamb," never foi^t to train her for some more 
definite purpose than to be admired, feted, and caressed, 

Mr. and Mrs. Cleav^and songht early to inculcate re- 
li^ous truths in the heart of their daughter, sought, both 
by example and precept, to lead her to pla«e her aifectiona 
"on things above, not upon things below." Well had they 
suefeeeded in their endeavors, and Ada, to their great de- 
light, early gave her heart to Jesus, and found happine^ 
only in the earnest desire to do right 

The night in which we followed Alfonso to the city, 
listening to the explanation of his criminal intentions to 
his accomplice, found Mr. and Mrs, Cleaveland attending 
to the wants of Ada, who had been slightly indisposed 
all day, caused by a nervous headache, to which she was 
somewhat predisposed. She had taken cold a few days 
before, and this had aggravated the usual symptoms, causing 
more fever to accompany it, and consequently much more 
pain. 

Faithfully had both father and mother attended to the 
suffering child, bathing her head, and administering sooth- 
ing remedies, until about eleven in the evening, when they 
were gladdened by her assuring them that she felt much 
better, quite corofortablo in fact, and as she inclined to 
sleep, she urged them to retire. 

" ' You are weary, mother dear, and really I feel so much 
relieved, it is not necessary for you to linger beside me, I 
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shaU sleep well, I am convinced, and by morning, sliall in 
all probability be fully restored. 

" ' Well, daughter, if yon tliink so, we ■will retire, tut we 
shall leave the communicating door from our room to 
yours, ajar, and if you wish anything you have only to 
speak, and I shall surely hear, 

" ' That is all that is necessary, I assure you, darling 
mother. Please fill the silver cvrp with water, and place 
upon a chair beside my bed, then kiss me good night, and 
be sure to sleep soundly and well I' " 

" Good night my daughter 1" said both father and moth- 
er, kissing her fondly before entering their own apart- 
ment "I trust you will be quite well by moriiing." 

"I know I shall;" returned the young girl, cheerily, 
" good night I" 

Ah ! it was a long good night that issued from those 
fresh youi^ lips I a long, long kiss — never more to be re- 
peated iu this world of sadness and of sin. 

Poor fiither ! poor mother l God keep thee in the agony 
that wiE be yours, hefore many hours pass over your now 
peaceful home ! 

May, God, in his great mercy, sustain and comfort thee, 
poor, stricken ones, as, before the morning light, you look 
upon the still, cold corpse of your precious child I 

Twelve o'clock had sounded, and all was peaceftil and 
CLuiet in the rich man's dwelling I 

One o'clock — and the young girl with her parents slept 
sweetly and well ! 

Two o'clock ! still sleeping I No sound save a low, 
strange, cutting noise below, so cautiously guarded, that 
not pne of the sleepera were disturbed in their peaceful 



Three o'clock I still , sleepii^ ! but a crouching £»?& is 
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gliding on hands and feet around the chamber of the un- 
conscious parents 1 the hideous face of a man has been 
close beside their bed, the watches of both tave been 
taken from beneath their pillows by a stealthy hand, and 
aow rest in the villain's pocket, while the drawers of the 
bureau in the room have been ransacked, and a roll of 
money also finds its way into the burglar's possession. 

Stooping again, to walk upon bis hands and feet, the 
rascal ghdes through the open door, into the sinaller room 



A pair of blue eyes open at this instant and fix them- 
selves upon the approaching creeping figura 
- " Oh horror I what can it be ? what fearful thing is draw- 
ing near ?" thought poor, ahudderii^ Ada. 

" Father ! mother I" burst from her livid lips. *' Mother ! 
fetheri there is a monstrous dog in the room 1 Mother! 
moth^ ! it is close by the bed I Oh heavens 1 it is no dog, 
it is a niaa i" 

A scream followed these words, and as Mr. and Mrs. 
Cleavelaud sprang to their feet^ they distinctly saw a man 
spring from the bedside and run into the hall, then down 
the stairs. 

Pausing one moment to see if their darling was wounded, 
imagine their terror and surprise, at finding her in a fearful 
convulsion occasioned by this dreadful fright. 

Neither thought then of pursuing the flying thief 1 
neither thought of property stolen, or fi^tives to be 
brought to justice. 

So Alfonso and his companion, who had been equally 
busy below, succeeded in making their escape, and chuck- 
hng over their good fortune, they hastened to a distant grog- 
shop, and in a secluded comer divided the spoil, which 
amoimted in all, to four hundred pounds besides the two 
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gold watclies, and a quantity of silver forks, and spoons. 
Del%!ited at their well accomplished scheme, the wretches 
called for glass after glass of bad liquor, and before the 
morning dawned, were in a beastly state of intoxication. 

Poor Mrs. Cleaveland and her husband, iu the meantime, 
hung almost stunned with fright and anguish over the con- 
vulsed form of their precious child some moments, hefore 
either thought to arouse the servants, and thus obtain assis- 
tanca When at last they did bethink themselves of this 
source of help, they touched a bell that communicated with 
their apartments,- thus giving the alarm, but it was some 
moments before the maids, or the coachman, made their 
appearance. 

Hastily dispatching the man for a physician, the agonized 
parents stood in wild suspense beside the bedside, striving 
by soft touches and affectionate words fo restore poor Ada 
to conseiousneas. 

In vain I No mother love, could arouse her to reason, — 
No father's agony could render the least assistance, and 
before the arrival of the nearest physician, a frightful heav- 
ing of the chest, a tighter clenching of the soft white hand, 
was succeeded by the rigid stillness of death, and the beau- 
tiful Ada Cleaveland was safe in Heaven.* 

Why linger on this harrowing scene ? why picture the 
despairing grief of th^e stricken hearts, oj;, paint the tears 
that fell upon the fair, cold brow of their almost idoliaed 
child? 

It would be useless ! Nothing in this world coidd i-e- 
Btore to them their jewel, therefore, with a pitying glance, 
a fervent prayer for the consolations of heaven to fall upon 
their chastened spirit, we leave them weepiog sadly over 
their dead 

* Ihn Above incMent ia strlcUy trne. 
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THE CHURCH OBGAK. 

^AUIi EUSSELL'S studies daring all the day in 
whieli he had seen the. gipsy fortune-teller, 
' and the sirring child, were, as I have eaid, 
^ Btrar^ly interfered with by visions of those sad 
tearful eyes, coming constantly between his own, and the 
page over which he bent. Then the exqtifeite voice of the 
little one kept ever recurring to memory. 

He regretted exceedingly that his friend had nrged liim 
away, before he had asked her where he could see her 
f^in. He felt sure, the more he thought over the mourn- 
ful words of the poor little musician, that she had been 
stolen from some loving mother's arms, who might be even 
then grieving for her " lily-bud, — her darling I" 

The more he reflected upon each circumstance connected 
with the scene of the moraing, the more he longed for the 
hour when be should be at liberty to leave the Seminary, 
and strive, by walking in frequented streets, to again see 
the object of his solicitude. 

With a hurried step, then, he turned from the place of 
his mental labor, and pa^ed rapidly through street after 
street, listening to catch the voice of the child, or to see the 
fantastic dress of the fortune-teller. But his efforts were 
all iu vain, no woman or child of that description greeted 
his sight As night was drawing near he at length passed 
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disappointedly homeward, resolving not to toention the 
circumstance to any one, but to spend as much of the fol- 
lowing day as was not devoted to study, and the Seminary, 
in continuing tlie seaich. The next morning he therefore 
arose early, and passed some time before breatfaat, walkir^ 
around the city. 

But still h&met with no success. 

After the Seminary had closed for the day, Ensaell once 
more salUed forth, but it was with a fainter heart, and fast 
waning hope of meeting those he sought It grew late, 
and disappointedly he again turned towards his residence, 
but as he passed along, he found that h^ was neariug the 
church in which Dr. Hartley, his pastor now, officiated, and . 
as he voluntarily played the organ, while the true organist 
was absent for a few weeks, he took the key of the church 
from his pocket, hailed a small boy who was lounging near, 
to blow the instrument, for a few farthings, then passed in, 
not noticing that he had left the door ajar, in his haste, and 
preoccupied state of mind. 

He would rest himself now, he thought, by wandering 
in the paths of the music he loved. He would revel in the 
tones of that fine old instrument, until his sou! was imbued 
with the spirit of the beautiful, and his heart was soothed 
by the magic spell of the power of melody, 

So he played on 1 Soft, low cadences, wild, stonny 
passages, mellow, glorious anthems, until his heart 
throbbed, as his fingers swept over the keys, and the color 
mounted into his pale fece, and the fire flashed in his fine 
black ey^ — the fire of inspiration and of genius. 

So often, had he played in all the grand old Cathedrals 
of Europe ; so had he lingered entranced, over the or^ns 
belonging to St. Peter's in Rome, the splendid Duomos of 
Florence, and the grand Cathedrals of Cologne, and Dant- 
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zic in Germany, pouring out Mb soul in esquisite bannony, 
and chasing sorrowful remembrances &om his heart, by 
refrains of unequalled splendor and beauty. 

So had he glided over the mai-ble paved aisles of Notre 
Dame, up into the choir, and bo called forth the notes of 
the immense organ there, drawing inspiration fi.'om the 
rich and varied tones of that celebrated instrument, and 
pouring out his heart in melody, as he bent over the keys. 

Then again, he had swelled the notes of the organ in St 
Paul's Cathedral, had composed many a stirring overture 
upon that noble instnunent, but none did he love so well, 
as the unpretending, fine-toned one, in the church where 
Moreland had worshipped; never did such visions of 
heaven, such hymns of rapture and sweetness, roll over his 
spirit, as when seated by that organ, with his fingers pass- 
ing lightly over its keya So he played on, never seeing 
the little form that had entered the half open door, that 
had glided up the stairs, passing through the choir-seats, 
and that now stood breathlessly by his side, drinking in 
the grandeur of the music that swelled Irom his fingers 
and his souJ. 

He saw not the tears of delight that filled the large 
brown eyes, he heard not the wild tirobbing of the poor 
little heart, as, heaving a deep sigh, she sank upon her 
knees, crossed her hands upon her bosom, and listened, 
awe-struck, to the charming notes. 

But he did hear that long, low sigh, and half turning his 
head, although never pausing in his occupation, what was 
his surprise to see, kneeling beside him, with awe upon her 
fece, and rapture in her look, the little street singer of the 
morning. 

She did not see him turn his head, so intent was she 
upon the music, and wonderingly, he watched her speak- 
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ing features, throiigli many a prolonged note and s 
cliord, which he then played for her benefit 

At last he spoke, and the little girl sprang to her feet 
with a cry of delight, and seizing his hand, esciaimed — 

" Oh good sir 1 good sir 1 is it you that have made such 
heavenly music? All day Costanza and I have looted 
for you through the dusty streets, and now I have found 
you in this splendid house 1" 

" You looked for me, little one ? Why I, too, for hours, 
have been searching for you. But where is the gipsy 
mother?" 

" She is sick, and rests upon the steps without, while I 
followed the musia She wanted so much to speak with 
you ; may I bring her inside the door, and ■will you listen 
while she tells you something?" 

" I will indeed, dear child. Let us go down," continued 
he, taking her tiny hand in his, and descending to the en- 
trance. " Now go and bid her come in ; but close the 
door, Rita, when you return, so that we shall not be inter- 
rupted." . 

Paul Eusseli waited but a few moments, before the child 
appeared, supporting the feeble steps of the woman, who 
did indeed seem sick and faint, caused by her , long tramp 
that day. - 

" Oh, good gentleman," she exclaimed almost before she 
reached him, " have I indeed been so fortunate as to find 
you? You spoke kindly to my poor Rita yesterday. .You 
gave her this golden treasure. Oh may I teli you her story, 
and interest you in her welfare before I die? for, sir, the 
gfaap of death is on me, iis cold chill is even now spread- 
ing over my heart," 

Paul saw in one look that the gipsy woman's words were 
true, for an ashy whiteness was around her lips, and a short 
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oateh was in her breath, that told truly of approaching dis- 
solution. 

Opening a pew door, lie bade the poor creature lie down 
upon the soft cushions, whOe she related the story, in 
which he assured her he took a deep interest, adding, that 
he would assist her in her trouble as far as it lay in his 
power. 
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THE GIPST'S STOEY. 

"LiteliBaiiiotlaiaiierliananpon)oeligh% j 
I have bLown Borrow, Olsaiipaiiitiiieut, ps5a ; 
QaVQ SGsa hope clonded wlien it tmmed most brlglitlj^t 
AudfuiBB lDVe£ide, uid folaor trleudBhip wane." 

BY name, kind sir, is Oostanza, and all my life 
' has been spent with my tribe, travelling from 
, place to place, camping in the woods, and pick- 
ing up a living by telling fortunes, beggiag, 
and indeed the best way we could find it My mother 
died about tbe time I was married to Alfonso, wbich ia 
now ten yeaia aga I loved Alfonso devotedly, and then 
he seemed veiy fond of ma He eonrted me under the 
green'trees of the wild wood, with sweet flowers, wild roses, 
and honeyaucMes blooming under our feet I was very 
happy in his love, and asked for nothing more in the wide 
world, than I then possessed. He told me I was beautiful, 
and I think I was ; my form was plump and round, my 
cheeks rosy and brown, wliile my black eyes were full of 
the ardor and sprightliness of youth. 

Alfonso was a great man in our tribe, and became a 
leader of the raca He was looked upon by all with ad- 
miration for his bravery and strength, and I was the envy 
of all the gipsy girls around. He built me a nice little room, 
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which he placed upon wheels, and thns I was carried from 
town to town, in much greater comfort than were the other 
women, for thej'^ had only canvas-covered wagons, while 
my home was dry, and well protected by windows and 
door. 

He never sent me out on tramps in those days, in the 
villages we passed through, to b^, or tell fortunes, but I 
was regarded as a sort of gipsy queen, and nothing labo- 
rious was put upon me. 

Thns time sped by, until I became a mother. One day, 
a dear little daughter 6ame to my nest, and in the Ught of 
my Oaterino's eyes, I was as happy as the day was long. I 
loved my child with a passion that few mothers feeL Sh^ 
■was my star, my flower, my beautiful, beautiful babe I 
I idolized her, and thus three years of joy passed over my 
head, three years of unclouded bliss, fed by the purest 
mother-love, swept past my bosom. Siich happiness could 
not last 1 sorrow must lurt somewhere in the path of the 
living, and sadly did I discover, that it would not pass 
mebj. 

It was a bright summer morning, and our encampment 
then was near Morence. 

Italy had ever been our favorite stopping-place ; indeed 
it was in that sunny land Alfonso as well as myself, first 
saw the light of day, and there my precious babe was 
bom. At the time of which I speak, we were camping in 
a lovely grove near the city, and all seemed prospering 
finely, when one day my darluig drooped, I saw her little 
face grow flushed with fever, I saw her loving eyes grow 
dim, and in an agony of terror, I gathered her in my arms, 
and started for a doctor's residence in the city. He shoot 
his head when he saw her, saying she was very ill with 
scarlet fever ; he gave me some remedies, charging me to 
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administer them faitbfall j ; I need not say, I obeyed him. 
All day and all night, I watched her, while Alfonso also 
stood sadly by, to see if any change would appear for the 
better. It came not — but fearful convulsions came on, in 
one of which dear little Caterino breathed her last. Yes I 
she was gone, and I was wild with sorrow. Alfonso did all 
he could to soothe me, but in vain, I wonid not be com- 
forted 1 "We laid our darling to sleep in the shadow of the 
grave, where the birds sang, and the flowers blossomed, 
and there I sat day after day, for we lingered a much 
longer while than usual in that place, Alfonso waa so 
strangely engrossed by some attraction in the city. 

So day by day I wept alone, broken-heartedlj, by the 
grave of my lost idol ; night after night I felt in vain for 
the little arms that had been wound so lovingly around 
my neck, and for the curly head that had slept so sweetly 
upon my bosom. 

One evening, just as the stara were making their appear- 
ance in the sky, I was lying on the grave of my departed 
Caterino, gazing sadly, at the broad canopy above, when 
I heard Alfonso call my name ; jumping to my feet, T ran 
hurriedly to meet him, for he had been quite impatient the 
last few days, and I disliked to irritate him by the least de- 
lay- . 

" Costanza," said he, as I approached, " now I must have 
no more weeping 1 See," said he, throwing- back a shawl 
from the face of a child he held in his arms, " see, I have 
brought you a little girl to take the place of our dead 
baby." 

I looked at him in mute amazement, but he spoke truly ; 
a little ^1 about tlie age of Caterino,' the most beautiful 
little creatiu'e I ever beheld, lay shuddering fidghtfuily in 
his " the poor gipsy stopped ; she was about to say 
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bloody arms, but wifli a sHver, she paused, and added, almost 
in a whisper, "in his arms. Take her," said he, "I have 
Btolen her to comfort you ! She is yours now, so keep her 
and stop grieving." 

The poor little thing held out her arms imploringly for 
me to take her from Alfonso, and as I did so, she clasped 
them tightly around my neck, whispering in my ear, in 
Italian, for she dared not. speak aloud, " Oh take me to 
mamma ! please take me to mamma. !" 

"Wliatisher name, Alfonso?" saidi, " whose ehUd is she 
and where is her mother?" 

A horrible look, the first 1 had ever seen, but by no 
means the last, fell upon me from Alfonso's eyes, as he 
growled, " Shut up on that I Never dare ask me that again. 
Call her after your mother, Margherita ; the child is yours, 
I told you, now say no mora" 

I was frightened at his savage tones, as well as his looks, 
and taking the little one in my arms, I entered my wagon 
home, while Alfonso gave immediate orders to move on, 
night though it was. I heard him hnny around, I saw the 
confusion of the men, and the bustle of the women, as I 
eat holding and soothing the almost frantic child, who 
kept imploring me to carry her to her father and mother. 

Poor dear 1 in a few moments the horses were harnessed, 
the camping ground destroyed, and in the starlight and in 
the moonlight, 1 looked through the window, towards the 
little mound uoder the trees — my last look — for the wagons 
moved on, and from that time to this, we have never more 
visited Italy, the bright land that I loved. 

" Take off that child's finery, and put on Caterino's 
clothes ; do you hear ?" carae the rough words of Alfonso 
from the driver's seat, as morning dawned, aiid I still sat 
clasping the poor pet to my bosom. I could see her brown 
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eyes dilate with fear, as lie spote, shudder after s 
passing over her frame. Sweet innocent! she has never 
recovered from her horror of that man's presence, although 
four years have passed since that fatal night 

I took the child's beautiful clothing from her little form, 
replacing them by the coarse garments of my own lost babe, 
but notwithstaoding Alfonso ordered me to burn them, I 
carefully preserved, the little articles in this bos, thinking 
they might be of use some day. " Here the gipsy paused, 
and drawing forth the box from under her shawl, she. of- 
fered it to -Eussell, who took it carefully, and raising the 
lid, gazed at the beautiful needle-work with unfeigned in- 
terest 

" There is a golden chain and armlets in a smaller bos, 
underneath, with the initials L. L. engraved upon their 
dasps, I loved the stolen child," continued she, "from 
the moment she clasped her arms around my neck, moan- 
ing so piteously for her dear mamma, I thought of the 
mother's anguish, for I knew what it was to lose a babe, 
and could I have restored her, gladly would I have done 
so. But Alfonso never told me one word of her history, 
giving me but hhws — y^ hhws — when I questioned him. 
From the day he stole that child, he became a brute ; he 
took to drink, sent ua both out to beg, and Eita to sing, 
while with a heavy whip he often beat us until the blood 
poured over our flesh from the wounds, because we did 
not earn enough to satisfy his passion for liquor," 

"See," said the poor woman, exposing the deep cuts 
upon her arms, " these I received while striving to defend 
my poor little pet from his cruel blows the other night 
Look, good gentleman, at her wounded back," then turning 
down the dress from the tender shoulders, Paul 1 
uttered a cry of horror at the fearful ridges of I 
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flesh that met his gaza Then gathering the tearful little 
one in his arms, be exclaimed, 

" God helpiiig me, my good woman, she shall never suf- 
fer thus again ! from this hour I shall protect lier ; she shall 
be my child." 

" Thank you, ob thank you I now I can depart in peace, 
As for me," added she, with a sort of gasp, " I dare not re- 
turn to the camp. I will die by the wayside sooner than 
be murdered ; but oh, to die in this great city, and not be 
buried in the rich green woods, that is so hard 1 so very 
hard I" 

Sinking back, she closed her eyes over her pallid cheek 
a moment, then opening them with a sigh, she cried again, 

"You wUl certainly care for myKita; you will .save 
her from the gipsy tribe, for they will surely kiU her after 
I am dead ? Tour wife and little children will love and 
cherish the motherless one?" 

" I will protect her, fear not No gipsy crew on earth 
shall ever drag her from me," replied Paul ; " but while I 
have no wife, nor little children, I board with a noble wo- 
man, who will be a mother to her, until I find her own." 

"I am content, I give the child to you — and now, I have 
nothing to do but die," moaned the poor gipsy. 

" No, mammy, do not die 1 do not die !" exclaimed 
Rita, leaving Paul's arms, and kneeling by the. woman's 
side, " I love you, for you were always kind and good." 

" Yes, I know, darling, — but — I must go — kiss me 
once! — close — closer! Caterino — I come !" 

The words ceased, a shght shudder, and the poor fortune- 
teller, was no mora 
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THE child's ITEW HOME. 

" T um ^ fne my baine, an' I 
For the lauged for bmuE-brli 

The gondea gstea o' heaTeo, aa m; un conniivc." 

^AUL gazed with astonishment upon the body of 
the gipsy, after all was over. He had seen 
that she was in the last stages of consumption, 
but that she was so very near her end,, he had 
not dreamed. He hardly knew tow to proceed under 
these peculiar circumstenCes, but gently closing her eyes, 
he stood for a little time, lost in deep contemplation. 

At the moment he had closed the organ, he had dis- 
missed the boy who had blown tlie bellows of the instru- 
ment, therefore he had no one to dispatch for assistance, 
and he could not leave the child. On reflection, he was 
glad of this, as he feared some of the gipsy band might be 
prowling around, and thus obtain a clue to her where- 
abouts, and he was well convinced, that whatever was 
done, must be done with great secrecy and care. 

Arranging the body, then, as comfortably as possible, 
upon the cushion of the pew, he wrapped carefully around 
it a large cloth that had been used to cover the velvet of 
the pulpit ; then taking Rita by the hand, he led her into 
the vestry-room, and there sought to comfort her in her 
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grief at the loss of (Jostanza, by talking of the probability 
of his soon restoring her to her fetber and mother. 

Thus he beguiled the time, until darkness covered the 
earth, then carefully folding a large, dark table cover, he 
took fix>m a table in this room, around her, he raised her 
small figure in Lis arms, and bidding her keep perfectly 
quiet, he softly unlocked a small side door, -quietly fasten- 
ing it after him, and passed swiftly through the streets on 
his way to his pastor's residence, -which was but a couple of 
squares distant, for it was in his family he boarded, while 
pursuing his studies. 

The good Doctor and his wife were seated in their parlor, 
enjoying a quiet chat, after the cares of the day were ended, 
when they were startled by a sharp ring at the door bell. 

" Some sick peison in haste sends a message, I think I I 
will open the door and not wait for the servant I" remarked 
Dr. Hartley. " Ha I Kussell, is that you ? what in the 
world have you there?" he added, as Paul stepped with 
his burden hastily past him, quickly closing the door as 
he did sa 

" A precious charge, Doctor, and to you I turn for coun- 
sel. Can I see yourself and wife alone in my room a few 
moments? There we shall be fi-ee from interruptions." 

" Certainly 1" replied both, following his footsteps to his 
own private apartment and carefully closing the door. 

" I have met with a most singular and thrilling adven- 
ture to-day. Doctor Hartley. I hold in my arms a poor little 
girl, who was stolen four years ago &om her parents in Italy, 
by a band of gipsies. To-night she is rescued from their 
clutches, and I have been in part the instrument Seeing 
how providentially she has been thrown upon me for pro- 
tection, I would cherish her until I find her parents. 
Jjook !" cried he, throwing back the cover and revealing the 
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tiny form, sleeping soimdly in his arms from sheer exhaiia- 
tion. " Did you ever see such perfect beauty, such a fairy- 
face ? Do you wonder that I am interested in such a little 
gem ? Oh, if you could see her eyra and hear her sing, you 
would exclaim, indeed I" 

Then placing the sleeping cherub gently upon the bed, 
he related to his eager listeners the story told by the gip- 
sy, and finally ended by the sad scene of her death, ex- 
plaining ;where he had left the body, and asking counsel 
as to what had next best he done. 

But the box containing the poor babe's clothing, have 
you that with you ?" asked Mrs. Hartley. 

" Yes I thanks to a capacious pocket, intended for con- 
veying a book now and then to and from the Seminary," 
replied Paul, drawing it forth. Placing the box in her 
hands, the simple, yet beautiful garments were caxefuUy 
examined, while the initials upon the chain and armlets 
were also studied, but no ferther clue could be obtained 
to her parentage, than the letters engraved thereon. 

" It is very evident," at length said Mra Hartley, " that 
her parents belong to the upper class of society. What 
must have been their anguish at her loss. Dear "iSx. Eus- 
sell, you are perfectly right in thus protecting her. Glad 
am I, that by bringing her hither I can love and care for 
her also. Poor httle ereaturel" added the kind hearted 
lady, as in bending over the sleeping face, a tear fell upon 
her lovely brow. " She shall never know the want of a 
mother's care while I live. Never ! never ! To think of 
that brutal wretch, whipping so cruelly such a tender 
babe." Then shudderingly she examined the sore and mu- 
tilated back and shoulders of the little sufferer. "I won- 
der if the child is hungry as well as torn ? I suppose she 
has had no food for houra" 
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" She is not Imngry," replied. Paul. " I asked her while 
I waited in the vestry for nightMl to fold the city, before 
I ventured out, and she assured me Costanza had pur- 
chased her a good supper, just before they reached the 
church. All she needs now, is a quiet, refreshing sleep." 

" Then, Mr. Eussell, -pray go to the dining room your- 
self, and take some refreshmente there awaiting you. Not 
reaching home at the tea hour, you must need food. I 
^vill watch the child while you are absent. Never fear : I 
will see that she is not left alona" 

" I have no fears for her welfare now, since kind Mrs. 
Hartley is her friend," said Eussell, as he left the room after 
gazing one moment tenderly upon the little, waif thus 
thrown upon his bounty." 

After partaking of a hasty meal, Paul and Dr. Hartley 
left the bouse, in order to notify the coroner that an inquest 
ought to be held over the corpse lying in the church, and 
to make preparations for having her interred as secretly as 



It was decided best not to disclose the fact of a child 
having been with her to any one, nor did they think it 
nece'ssary to mention that the woman belonged to the gip- 
sy race. Passing first to the church to ^view the corpse, 
and to see that all was right, they lighted a small jet of gas, 
and then removed from her dress, without stirring the posi 
tion of the body, all the fantastic decorations, denoting her 
profession of a fortune-teller, and placing them in a safe 
hiding place, they thus gave her the appearance of but a 
poor dead beggar. Re-covering the body after a pitying 
gaae at the wasted features, they turned down the light to 
a mere glimmer, and relocking the door, pursued their 
way to the coroner's. It was then only half-past eight, but 
they could not succeed in obtaining an inqu^t and permit 
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for burial until sometime next day, but as it was early in 
the week and Dr. Hartley was certain the sexton, nor any 
other person, would have occasion to enter the church 
before the following Saturday, it was determined to allow 
the body to remain as it was until the morrow, when 
iarther arrangements could be made, and deliberations 
taken as to its final disposal 
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POOR BEIXE. 

"DettUiI— aeathl do I see Uuh with ncapOQ dread ?" 

LH. S. 

9BSb HARTLEY was a woman of much energy 
• and character ; with her to think, was to plan 
I and, to act. Aa she sat therefore that eyening 
by the side of the bed, gazing at the poor swollen 
shoulder of httle Eita, and listening to the moan of paia 
that followed the least touch, she saw- that she would need 
a woman's care and attentioq. She muat be taken imme- 
diately to her own room, for what would Mr. Eussell do 
with her there, never having had Hxe charge of a child in 
his life ? With her, I say, to think, was to act, therefore 
ringing for her chamber maid, she quietly waited her en- 
'trance. 

"See here, Rose," she exclaimed, aa the tidy looking 
girl entered. " See what Mr. EuaaeU has kindly rescued 
from the dtj streets, a poor homeless httle girl. He 
brought her here with him, to-night, and iatends to take 
charge of her always." 

" The dear, iUigant man l^what a darUnt it is though I 

and as beantifal as the daylight I niver saw sioh a splendid 

child indade!" uttered the astonished, yet kind-hearted 

maid, aa she bent over the sleeping form. 

Mrs. Hartley knew the girl ^e was dealing with She 
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Lad been in her service twenty years, had nursed her 
children in childhood, had seen each one many and leave 
her home, and she knew that her sympathies would be im- 
mediately enlisted for the' motherless one before her. She 
was not mistateUj-^nor in the fidelity of the cook Bridget, 
another faithful servant of eighteen years. Both these wo- 
men—for Kose immediately summoned the other, by Mrs. 
Hartley's orders — ^listened with intense interest as their mis- 
tress related the history of the stolen child. Then promis- 
ing strict secrecy, they both kissed thefair little cheek, and 
Bet themselves to work in good earnest, to complete the 
preparations Mrs. Hartley wished made- A small single 
bed, that had once been used for a similar purpose by her 
own children, now watching the slumber of theirs, in their 
distant homes, was brought from the garret, and placed in 
her own apartment; the snowy sheets, pillow-cases, and 
counterpane were soon adjusted, and everything was I'eady 
for its new occupant Opening a huge trunk in which un- 
used articles were kept, Mrs. Hartley took therefrom some 
night dresses and undergarments, once belonging to those 
same children, and again turned to the slumbering 
child. 

How quietly, now, she seemed to sleep I — what a pity to 
disturb her 1 but feeling that it was for her good, she gently 
aroused her. 

" Will my dear httle girl let me undress her and wash 
her, then sleep nicely in a beautiful white bed?" 

" Mammy, is that you 1 Oh, Iremember," exclaimed the 
startled ehdd, gazing around her with a surprised and be- 
wildered look. Where am I, and where is thfe kind gentle- 
man, mammy gave me to ?" 

" You are in his home, darhng ; this is his room, and F 
-am his dear friend. He has gone out for a while to attend 
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to your gipsy mother I "Won't tlie little girl let me wash 
her, and put on these nice wLite clothes ?" 

"Yes ma'am !" almost sobbed Eita, " but you are not 
mamma, and he promised to find my own, dear mamma 1" 

" So he will, poor Iamb, in a short time, I hopa No ! I 
am not mamma, but I will love you very — very much !" 

"You won't let that dreadful man get me, dear ^ady, 
will you ?" exclaimed the cluld, aa the thought of Alfonso 
crossed her mind, whUe she clung to the band of her new 
fiiend. 

" No, never, darling, never 1" ' Then taking the little form 
in her arms, she entered the bath-room, and soon refreshed 
the weary body by a nice tepid bath. The little one 
smiled as the soft garments were placed upon her, and she 
was gently lifted into the snowy bed, in that spaeiooa 
room ; then, with one hand clasped in Mrs. Hartley's, who 
sat beside her, the heautiftil brown eyes soon closed, and 
" tired nature's sweet restorer, " onee more folded her' in its 



" Sleep quietly now, poor innocent, and oh may God soon 
lead thee to thy mother's longing bosom I" murmured Mra 
Hartley, pressing a loving kiss upon her ruby hps. 

Often through the silent hours of the night; might Mrs. 
Hartley ha,ve been seen leaving her own bed to bend over 
the sleeping ehUd, for she had discoveredi before she 
retired, a slight tendency to fever, and a restlessness that 
seemed to whisper of approaching sickness, and before 
morning dawned, the igood woman found, indeed, ample 
room for ansiety, for little Eita was in a burning fever, 
caused by ill usage, excitement, and over fatigue. 

When daylight came, however, the cooling remedies 
given so wisely, had somewhat reheved her, and although 
still sick, she seemed bright and cheerful. 
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" Can I see that nice gentleman that made such heavenly 
music, and will he let me hear such beautifiil sounds often, 
dear auntie ?" asked Rita, for Mrs. Hartley had told her 
thus to address her. 

" Yes, darling, lie very quiet in the hed to-day, and he 
wil! soon come to jou 1 Did you know that he kissed 
you as you slept last night, after he came home ?" replied 
the lady. 

"Did he? that gave me those sweet dreams, l Jmow 1 I 
love him very much already, auntie, as^A. I always shall," 
miirmured the child. 

When Mr. Kuagell entered, and approached her comfort-, 
able bed, little Rita's eyes sparkled with pleasure, and her 
outstretched arms were ready to wind around his neck, as 
he stooped to kiss her, 

" Oh, sir 1 I love you so much for taking me away from 
those cruel gipsies, and for that sweet music. Will you 
play again for Rita sometime, and will you find papa and 
mamma?" asked she, still clasping his hand in hei'S, as 
he took a seat beside her. 

" I will often play and sing for you, dear one, and you 
wOl sing your beautiful songs for me when you get well 
Some day -also I hope to find your friends, for I shall try 
very hard. But did your own mamma call you Rita? 
Think, darling I" 

" Oh no 1 She called me her lily-bud, her darling !" 
murmuied the child, teais instantly filling her eyes at 
the thought 

"But what did papa call you! can you remember?" 
aaked Pan]. 

A look of deep thought followed, a few moments' silence, 
then clapping her hands together, she exclaimed, 
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" I remem'ber 1 Yea, 1 1:611161111)61 ! it was Liza. Papa and 
poor Belle always called me Liza." 

Delight flashed in Paul's eyes at this pleasant information. 
This answered to one of tlie initials, and was moat likely 
the real name of the desolate child ; therefore, much en- 
couraged, he continued questioning bis tiny friend.- 

" Then, dear, if papa called you Liza so shall we ; the 
gipsy name of Eita you will hear no more. Kow tell me, 
who was poor Belle ?" 

A shudder, fearful to behold, followed that question ; a 
look of the greatest terror dilated her hrown eyes, as, with 
a fiightened whisper, slie cried as she clung to his arm, 
" Don't — don't, — ^he will kUl me if I tell i he said so, and 
I know he will !" 

" Who, darling? no one can harm you here. Do not l>e 
afi^id ; won't Cousin Paul always take care of his sweet 
pet? Who said he would kill my birdie, that wicked Al- 
fonso ?" 

" Yes ! oh yes ! Are you sure tie won't come here ?" 

" I know he can never find you. Tell me all ahout poor 
•Belle, It may be I can find maroma sooner, if I know of 
her," 

Winding her arms around hia neck as she drew his head 
to the pillow, she whispered, 

" Belle took me out to walk 1 Alfonso met us and said 
he would take us on the pretty Amo for a sail. We went 
— ^but, oh dear, I dare not tell I" shuddered the poor child. 

" Do -uot fear, Liza , tell me all, for I wiU take care of 
you," soothingly replied PauL 

" He took a sharp knife and stabbed poor Belle 1 Three 
times he cut her. Oh, I saw him kill my Belle and throw 
her into the dark blue river ; " added the child, hiding her 
£iee in Paul's neck, " He caught hold of me then, and 
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raised the knife ; I thought he was going to till me too, 
but he did not ; he said he wanted me to be Costanza'a 
child, and to sing, (for he had often heard me sing when' 
he came to see Belle,) and make money for him. If I did 
he would not kill mc, but if I ever told what he did to 
Belle, he would Idll me the next moment. I promised to 
be good and not tell, if he would not cut me. Then he 
took me in hia bloody arma, and carried me to the gipsy 
«;amp, and gave me to Costanza. I have been good, kind 
sir ; I did sing and make lots of money, but he said it was 
not enough, and used to whip me, and I was so afraid he 
would kill me." 

Paul's look of horror may well be imagined aa he heard 
this story of cruelty and murder, but clasping the child 
to his bosom, he kissed her sweet lips, and told her she 
was a good girl, and now, he would go out and buy her 
some beautiful cloth^ new dresses, new shoes, and ribbons, 
and some pretty toys too, all .that could possibly please a 
little girl : then bidding her lie still, and try to get well, 
by thinking how much Coiasin Paul loved her and how 
he would soon find her own mamma, he laid her gently 
back upon the pillows, parted her rich brown curls nicely 
from her brow, gazed fondly into her loving eyes, then 
left the room. 

Not forgetting his promise, Paul hastened to a large 
emporium for children's ready made clothing, and there, 
witii perfect taste, selected a beautiful wardrobe of every 
necessary article that a child of her age would require, to- 
gether with dolls, and dolls' appointments, he ordered them 

sent immediately to Dr. Hartley's, 24 Square, then 

passed on, to attend to the duties of the day. 
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THE M1DNI«HT PUNEBAL. 

" Battle her bones 
Over the etrmee ; 
Tls only a pauper^ 
■Wiom nobody owna." 

gT was n^ht I stairy night ! 

Over the city of London a beautifiil full mdOii 
) was haugiBg, while star after star, constellation 
: constellation, had taken its place in the 
sky, until a perfect myriad of twinkUng orbs were float- 
ing in the broad expanse above. 

Hushed and silent were the streets, for two o'clock had 
long since sounded, and all was folded in their deepest 
Bleep. Now and then, to be sure, some drunken baccha- 
nalian was to be seen, reeling homeward, or the watchmen's 
rattle told their presence, and their nightly task, but all 
else seemed wrapped in slumber, and iu night's dusky 
wii^. 

At this still hour, slowly and solemnly a hearse was 
wending its way, foUowed by a single empty carriage. 

Down this deserted street, and up another, these dim 
precursors of death rolled on, never pausing, never halt- 
ing, until they stood before a church, whose rich, but unpre- 
tending front seemed even more sombre and massive, 
when looked upon amid the darkness and the gloom. 
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Here the two veHcles paused, while the men d^cending 
tied their horses, and silently passing around to a side 
door, they gently knocked. But a moment elapsed be- 
fore the door opened, and both men stepped within, and 
joined two others who were standing near the altar. 

There, dimly seen by the single lighted burner, repos- 
ing upon two benches in the middle aisle, was a neat, but 
plain coffin, beneath whose still open lid might be seen all 
that remained of Gostanza, the dead ^psy. 

Standing by the side of Mr. Russell, the three scarcely 
stirred, while Dr. Hartley, in deep but slow tones, read the 
burial service of the dead. 

The dim ghmmcriiig ligbt^ the midnight hour, the holy 
hush, and the silent corpse, all tended to fill the bosom of 
each person there, with awe and solemnity. 

The last word was spoken, the last prayer was said, then 
gently covering the face and screwing down the Ud, the 
two men raised the coffin, and slowly bore it to the door, 
followed by Bussell and the clergyman. Silently the 
corpse was placed in the hearse and the driver drove away, 
followed by the can'iage containing the reverend gentle- 
man and his fiiend. 

So they moved along, slowly, solemnly through the dark 
and gloomy streets, on ! on 1 

An hour passed, yet still they had not halted, until ji^t 
as the time approached half-past three, the driver turned 
the horses' heads towards what seemed the high walls of a 
cemetery. Springing to the ground, one of the men applied 
a massive key to the large lock, thus opening the huge 
gates ; when the funeral train passed through, and once 
more the double gate was closed and listened. 

Again the driver resumed his seat, and throii^h winding 
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paths, nodding trees, and tall white tombs, the little cortega 
wended its way. 

In a far comer, where the mounds were few, and the 
ti'ees thick, the hearse stopped beside an open grave, and 
all alighting, the last words of the service were uttered, 
the body was lowered, dust was given to dust, and poor 
Costanza lay in her long resting-place under the branches 
of a drooping willow, where the singing birds would come, 
and the wild grasses would wave, until the last tramp shall 
sound, and the morning of the resurrection shall cause 
the graves to open, and the sea to give up its dead. " im- 
phra ^ac&" 
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gN the afternoon foUowing that midnight march 
' to the tomb, Eiiasell sat in his private study 
) which communicated with his bed-eham.her. He 
' had occupied the last half hour by playing on 
the splendid parlor oigan, that stood in a large recess, upon 
one side the handsomely furnished room, to Liza's great 
delight The little girl had quite recovered from her ill- 
ness, and dressed in some of the rich clothing, bought so 
kindly by her benefiietor, she stood with flushed cheek, 
and sparkling eyes, singing, by his sida 

" Shall I sing the song papa loved, — ^nest. Cousin Paul ?" 
asked she, raising her eyes to his, as she spoke, with per- 
fect love and eonfldenee in the gaze. 

"Yes, darling ! let me hear that !" returned Paul \. eager 
curiosity beaming in his looks. 

Crossing her hands upon her bosom, Liza began, but her 
voice trembled, and her eyes filled with tears, aa she pro- 
ceeded. The words were Italian, and the air was strangely 
thrilling and beautiful ! 
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A gusli of tears followed the song, while the little one 
laiij. her bead upon Paul's shoulder, and sobbed in silent 
agony. 

"Why do you weep thus, Liza? Tell Cousin Paul," 
asked the young man soothingly, passing his arm around 
her, and gently stroMng her sunny hair. 

"Papa was going away, and he asked me to sing my 
pretty song hefore be left. I stood by bis side, just as I 
stand by yom's, and crossing my bands just so, I sang 
those words. Then- he took me in hie arms and kissed me, 
and after kissii^ mamma, be rode away in a carriage, but 
said he would be hack again in two or three days. Cousin 
Paul, I never saw my papa again I for before he came, I 
was fer away in the big, dark woods, the child of the gipsy 
mother." 

A long pause ensued, broken only by the sobs of the 
weeping Liza. Paul allowed ber to give vent to her tears 
unchecked ; be felt that it would relieve her troubled heart, 
and indeed he had no words to offer that could alleviate 
such sorrow. He knew that all he could do now, was pa- 
tiently to wait the leadings of Providence, and to God be 
committed her cause. He felt assured that He would guide 
him in this case of deepest mystery. That morning he had 
dispatched letters to Florence, addressed to Signora 
Fabretti, and also to several gentlemen whose friendship 
be had formed while sojourning there with Moreland, aud 
felt sure that they would make instant inquiries around, and 
thus discover whether any woman and child had disap- 
peared ftom that region, four years before. Now, he could 
only wait their reply. 

But notwithstanding these letters, and the diligent search 
for information which these persons kindly instituted, no 
clue could be obtained in regard to the matter, and thus 
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weeks and monthB of disappointed hope followed eveiy ef- 
fort, to ferret out the mystery, 

Paul finally, wialiing to leave nothing untried, bade 
Liza a fond farewell, and consigning her to Mrs, Hartley's 
motherly care, went himself to Florence, where, by adver- 
tising, and personal investigation, he hoped to hear from 
the unknown parents. But all was in vain ; owing to the 
removal, two years before, of Signor Pompelh fi^m that 
region, no tidings could be obtained, and weary and sad, 
Panl was obliged to return without the mother, for wHom 
poor Liza mourned. 

" Mr. Russell, here is a letter for yees, sure," said Eose 
■one day, about sis months after Liza's entrance into the 
femily, aa he sat in his room. Approaching through the 
open door, she handed him a neatly folded epistle, directed, 
evidently, by a lady. 

Paul found it to be from his fevorite Bessie Brown. It 
was written at Cedar Lawn, just after her return from New 
York, and was dated I'ebruary 2nd, 1864. 

The letter was long and interesting, giving an account 
of herself and her father, — of Minnie Morton's (how 
Russell started at the name I) visit to their quiet home, and 
of the pleasant time they had spent together. Then she 
described her vbit to New York ; how she had thoughtless- 
ly given her rash promise to Minnie, to mingle once in each 
of her amusements, in order to judge for herself as to their 
propriety, without allowing herself to be biased by the 
opinion of others. Thus then she frankly confessed that 
she had allowed herself to be drawn into a whirl of ex- 
citement and dissipation, until her conscience had upbraided 
her, and she had torn hereelf from the snare, and while her 
gay companion mingled in each festivity, she w^s happy 
in the society of a lovely young widow, sister of Mr. Mor- 
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ton. Then came a deseription, iiill of girlish enthusiasm, 
of Mrs, Douglass ; her rare beauty, her cultivation, her 
deep seclusion, and last, though not least, her ardent fervent 
piety. 

" I wish you knew her. Cousin Paul," wrote the artless 
girl ; " I wish you couM hear her speak of Jesus, of the 
precious tliinga He has done for her soul. I wish you 
could see the holy spiritual look that leaps over her face, 
when she speaks of her sins as having been all forgiven, 
only for the sake of her adorable Saviour, whtse precious 
blood Was shed," she wouldsay, " even for siu-sick Eebecea 
Douglass." Then she would enter into all my feelings so 
sympathizingly, realizing herself, the sinfulness often met 
in fashionable life, and shunning gaiety in every form, she 
could point out to me the evil of such dissipations, and 
fally approveof my declining all persuasions to join the 
chaiTaed circle of feshion and frivolity. Oh the j 
hours I often spent in the aparfcmente of this (' 
lady, I cannot describe I but I fear for her health, she seems 
so frail and so sorrowfid. One day, I was speaking to her 
of you, of your similar taste for music, when she suddenly 
became so ill, I feared for a moment the result But she 
told me she was siibject to fainting, and J must not be 
alarmed, therefore I have scarcely reason to be so fearful. 
I know not why I have written this glowing description to 
you, of a stranger; why I take up your time portraying' 
beauty and piety, which the broad waters of the Atlantic 
shield from your knowledge and observation. Why, but 
that I ever seem to link your names together in my 
thoughts, ever dream how much you are alike in your 
tastes and religious characters. But I must close my long 
letter, by asking of yourself, why you linger solongaway 
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from your friends? what induces you to stej ? are you not 
lonely, or tavc you forgotten us 7 Write to me soon — ^very 
soon ! Tell me every little item that might he of interest, so 
long as it is connected with one so highly esteemed, and so 
fondly remembered. Write thus, often, and freely, to 
your faithful 

Bessie Beown." 

There was a nervous twitching around the corners of 
Kussell's mouth, a strauge raoumfiilness in his large black 
eyes, as with trembling hands he folded the letter, mur- 
muring, " Yes ! she was beautiful, beautiful, beautiful, — and 
now with her changed hearty and love for Jesus, she must 
be superb 1 Oh Bessie, Bessie, why have you done this ? 
■why have you reopened that cruel wound ?" 

Burying his face in his hands, poor Paul remained, mo- 
tionless and sad, lost in thought for a weary whila Eising 
at length, as if resolved to shake off his trouble, he ap- 
proached his writing desk, and taking thereirora pen, ink, 
and paper, he commenced a letter in reply. 

" Yes, I am lonely," he wrote ; after giving a long ac- 
count of his adventures, feelings; and pastimes, also the 
history of his interviews witi the gipsy woman, and the 
sad story of little Liza, the stolen child, "lonely indeed ! 
but the gratitude and love of this desolate one, is veiy deav 
to me, her beautiful voice, her pretty songs, whisper com- 
fort to my lonely spirit, and I am glad to have had her 
with me, even these short' six months, as she has been a 
sunbeam in my path, dear Uttle Liza 1 Would, however, 
that I could find the father and mother, for whom she so 
unceasingly mourns ; would that I might be instrumental 
in sheddiiTg peace upon her suffering, gentle heart. Sweet 
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Bessie, will you not join me at the mercy scat, and tbera 
pray that tk^ poor weary bird may soon repose in her 
own mother-nest, happy, contented, and glad. To-day I 
feel a strange yearning to see my native land, my n&ver 
forgoiien friends once more ; your letter, with its frank con-, 
fidence, its interesting intelligence of yourself and com- 
panions, its pure loving words, baa opened deep in my soul, 
the earnest cry for lome. Yet little Bessie, — fori cannot 
picture you as other than that fair golden haired child, thab 
sat upon my knee in days gone hy,— yet, little Bessie, I may 
not, cannot yield to the wish. Duty bids me stay on these 
far off shores still another year, if not more. But I do 
promise myself, as soon as these tasks that now occupy my 
attention are completed, I do thiuk and dream of coming 
ho'ma Home ! yes, home to my country, to your Other's 
cheerftd roof — to you, as I have no, nearer ties on earth, no 
better fiiends. Adieu, now, gentle Bessie, my letter is al- 
ready too long, — I fear I have wearied you I Remember 
ever with affection and with prayer, your deeply attached, 
though &r away, 

Paul Russell." 



Hosteatv Google 



CHAPTEB XXXIIL 



'■laeattieaBtiU, « » • * 
Tbon comeut in the momlng Jigbi, 
Thoa'rt wlUi me throngli Out gloomy Dlglit ; 
In dreamB I meet Hiae as of oid ; 
Then Siy soft Brms m? neck unfold, 
An& thy sweet tolee Is In my ear ; 
In erery sooeb to memory dear 
I BOO thee bUIL" 



g'E will not linger to describe the daily events 
) that transpired in the home where Liza was the 
I pet and darling, but will merely state in pass- 
' ing, that the sweet amiabilily, the affectionate 
gratitude she displayed, together with her natural talents, 
won "every heart in that bousebold, each feeling for the 
little child- a pure and fervent iova But to Paul she was 
indeed, as he had said in his letter to Bessie, a sunbeam. 
To him, the little one gave her fondest affection, by hia 
side she was ever contented and happy. When the hour 
came for him to hasten to the Seminary, her eyes would 
fill with tears, while her arms would cling to him, as though 
she could not bear the parting ; then, when his step again 
was beard, with joy pictured upon her fece, and a smile 
upon her lips, she would rush to meet him, and almost 
overwhelm him with caresses and delight. So time had 
fiown since her rracue, and while no word came to satisfy 
the hope of finding her relatives, yet she seemed contented 
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and even happy, diverted, as she was, from her sorrow, by 
her warm affection for Cousin Pan!, the music Jesscais he 
daily gave her upon the piano, and the boolis and toys he 
constantly purchased for her amusement and iastnxetion. 

One morning, Paul was preparing to leave his study, 
rather earher than usual, thinking to walk awhile, before 
commencing the mental tasks of the day, when Rose 
knocked lightly at the door. Opening it, the girl informed 
him that a gentleman wished to see him in the parlor. 

Waiting but to restore some pamphlets he had been 
glancing over, to the bookcase, and to receive little Liza's 
parting kiss, as he told her he should leave as soon as the 
pejison who had called departed, he sought the waiting 
visitor. 

As he entered the parlor, a fine-looking stranger, ap- 
parently about thirty-eight years of age, advanced to meet 
him. 

" This is Mr, Paul Russell, I believe ;" he remarked. 

" It is 1" returned Paul, politely bowing in return. 

" My name is Landon, and being from America, and a 
neighbor of your friend Mr. Brown, I have taken the 
liberty of calhng upon you, bringing with mc, at the same 
time, a letter of introduction from that gentleman." 

The speaker seemed quite agitated as he proceeded, but 
pausing, he offered the letter mentioned to Paul, who, 
shaking hands with him, expressed himself happy at the 
meeting, and urged him to be seated, 

" I will sir, but my deep anxiety to make known my 
business, must excuse my haste in plunging into it God 
grant that my hopes may not be disappointed !" added the 
gentleman, a quiver playing around his lips as he spoke, 
and deep feeling expressing itself upon every feature. 

Surprised exceedingly, at the agitation of the person 
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before him, Paul assured bim, he would he happy to serve 
him in any manner possible. 

" Mies Brown, Mr. Eussell," returned Mr. Landon ex- 
citedly, seizing his hand, " received a letter irom you, the 
day before I sailed, containing the account of your rescu- 
ing a HtUe girl from the gipsies, evidently stolen in Italy. 
Mr. Bussell, I lost a darling daughter, very mysteriouslyj 
four years ago, neai' Florence I TeU me, can it be, is it, 
my precious Liza ?" 

Delight, surprise, and deep thankfulness, spread over 
Paul's features, aa wringing the stranger's hand, he ex- 
claimed, " God be praised I I am sure the poor child is 
yours ! Her name is Liza, she was stolen at that place, 
and certainly she greatly resembles yourself. But where, 
sir, is your wife, the dear mamma for whom she mourns ? 
Is she living? Is she with you?" asked Paul, hardly 
knowing what he said, in his excitement 

" She is ; she is waiting for me in a carriage in front of 
your door. Mr, Russell, she is nearly a heart hroken woman 
since her loss. I dared not tell her one word of my hopes 
concerning this child, fearing there might be some mistake. 
Bessie sent for me immediately, allowed me to read your 
letter, and wild with joy I determined to sail in a steamer 
I knew was to leave nest day. I hurried home, an- 
nounced my intention of starting for London, oa important 
business, and insisted upon her accompanying me, for the 
benefit of her health. But sir, let me see my darling, let 
me hear all the evidences, let me be certain it is really true, 
before I raise a single hope, that could not be fuhy realized. 
Her mind was clouded for a long while, and we feared her 
reason would. never return. But by care and devotion, 
she is now restored, but of course we avoid every excite- 
mMit." 
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V that great caution must be ex- 
ercised in ber case, then relating in a hrief manner all the 
incidents in regard to his finding the child, and exhibiting 
the box of clothing which Mr. Landon immediately recog- 
nized, (the chain and armlets having been a birthday gift 
from himself,) bo suddenly asked, "but air, was any other 
person missed at the same time ?" 

" Oh yes 1 the nurse-girl that took the child to walk, 
never retm'ned. Her body was found in the Arno, having 
evidently been murdered, as three dreadful stabs were seen 
upon her person." 

" The same ! the veiy same I Sir, without a shadow of 
doubt, this is your daughter 1 She told me how Alfonso, 
the gipsy, stabbed poor Bdle," cried Paul. 

" Belle ? yes 1 that was the girl's name. Dear Mr. Eus- 
sell, please let me embrace my darling." 

" I will, but promise me you will be calm ; and Mr. 
Landon, there is no poasibOity of mistake 1 persuade your 
wife to enter, and together, you shall see and rejoice over 
your little one I Allow me to call Dr. and Mrs. Hartley, 
who shall first be introduced to you, then explain to Mrs. 
Landon, that you wish her to become acquainted with the 
family, and also persuade her to remove her bonnet, to see 
if Liza- will recognize her. I will then bring in the little 
girl, and together yon can meet her." 

Mr. Landon consenting, Paul rang the bell, and when 
Eose appeared in answer, requested her to summon Dr. 
and Mrs. Hartley. 

When they entered, Paul hastily introduced Mr. Landon, 
explaining, to their delight, that he was the father of their 
protegee, and that they wished to induce his wife to enter, 
in order to see if Liza, when brought forward, would 
recognize her. 
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After their congratulations had teen received, and their 
"Wonder had a little subsided at this marvellous interposi- 
tion of Providence, Mr. Landon stepped to the carriage, 
and after a little persuasion, returned with a delicate, but 
very handsome woman, leaning upon his arm, whom he in- 
troduced as his wife. 

" I am so glad to meet persons from my distant home, 
and friends of Mr, Brown and his sweet Bessie, that I 
could not allow you to drive away without an introduc- 
tion, and longer chat I have so much to say, so many 
inquii'ies to make, that you must consent to passing a few 
hours with us," remarked Paul, as he warmly welcomed 
her. 

" Yes indeed, Mrs. Landon," interposed good Mrs. 
Hartley, '■ I would feel greatly delighted if you would re- 
move your bonnet and pass the day with us. Do please 
gratify us," ui^d she, as she saw the lady hesitate, " Mr. 
Landon has already half consented, therefore pray dismiss 
your carriage and grant ua this pleaanra" 

Thus uiged. Mis. Landon could not refuse, and while 
her husband spoke to the coachman, she removed her bon- 
net and cloak, and was soon engaged in an interesting con- 
versation with Mrs. Hartley, not noticing the whispered 
words that Paul had uttered to Ecse, for whom he had 
again quietly rang. 

Thus conversing, the soft, mellow light of the room, just 
glancing upon her lovely face, lighting up the fall dark 
eyes, and falling gently upon the finely shaped head, Mrs. 
Landon sat near a window, while her husband stood a 
short distance behind her chair, close to her, yet so shield- 
ed that she eonld not see his face. Paul had placed his 
chair opposite hera, near Dr. and Mrs. Hartley, who rested 
upon the sofa 
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Softly the door opened, and a cLild's voice spcke low, 
tbe words, 

" Cousin Paul, shall I come in?" 

" Yes darling, eome [" was the reply, and Liza glid- 
ed to his side, and 'stood encircled ty his arm, leaning 
upon bis knee, a perfect picture of innocence and 
beauty. 

" Whose dear little girl is that, Mr. Eussell ?" asked Mrs. 
Landou ; then, without waiting a reply, she added, " Come 
here, love, and speak to me, will you not?" 

As Liza turned to advance to her side, Mrs. Landon 
started forward, and fixing her eyes upon her face, the same 
wUd, agonized look floated over her countenance, that 
Bessie and Minnie had seen when she stood gazing at the 
portrait of her darling. 

Liza passed nearly to her side, her lai^e brown eyes never 
tmmng from tlie lovely face upon which they were riveted, 
then pausing, midway, between Paul and the one whom 
she so intently regarded, she pressed one tiny hand close 
to her bosom, and exclaimexl, in a voice distinctly audible, 
yet scarce above a whisper. 

" Cousin Paul, dear Cousin Paul, the lady looks so like 
my own mamma 1" 

" Does she, darling ?" whispered Paul ; " well, sing your 
little song for the lady, the one papa loved." 

Crossing her hands upon her bosom, with her eyes still, 
fixed upon Mrs. Landon, who remained motionless, gazing 
on her upturned face; with speechless emotion, Liza began, 
in tones bird-like, yet tremulous, the plaintive Italian 
melody she had sung before for her benefactor. 

As she proceeded, a piercing cry e ' " 

of Mrs. Landon, who sprang forward e 

" Liza I Liza ! my lily bud — my darhng," and with this 
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cry Bank senseless into the arms of Dr. Hartley, who stepped 
to lier assistance. 

It was but a momentary faintnesa, and in the bnef spell 
wliile the Doctor and hia lady were strivir^ to restore her, 
Mr. Xandon had caught hia child to Lis bosom, saying, 
amid the kisses lie laviaiied upon her, 

" Yes I. it is mamma, and thk is papa, my own, precious 
daugliter 1" 

Cliogiag to hia neck, as he held her in his arms, the 
overjoyed child cried, 

" Oh darling papa, never go away from Liza again I 
How I did cry for you and mamma !" 

" Yes, poor little pet I and we almost died with sorrow, 
when we could not find our Liza, But see, mamma ia bet- 
ter ; you may speak to her in one moment, darling." 

" Where am I?" murmured Mrs. Landon. "Husband, I 
had such a aweet dream ! I thought I saw our Liza, alive, 
safe, and happy 1" 

" Mamma I" uttered a low sweet voice in her ear, while 
a pair of soft child arms wound around her neck, " it was 
no dream! it is your lily-bud — ^your darling I" 

" Great God, I thank thee 1" exclaimed the enraptured 
mother, folding her new found treasure in a passionate em- 
brace. " Liza 1 my own ! my own ! Oh, husband, is it in- 
deed true? has God restored our child?" 

" Yes, Beatrice ! Thanks to Him, and to Mr. Eussell, 
she is saved from the gipsy band who had stolen her, and 
murdered Bella" 

Then, with the child clasped closely, fondly, to her throb- 
bing heart, Mrs. Landon hstened to the thrilling story of 
Costanza, and with tears flowing freely at thoughts of the 
sufferings of her darling, she thanked Paul, together with Dr. 
and Mrs. Hartley, over and over again, for the care and aft'ec- 
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tion witli which they had watched and defended her dear 
one, 

" But the gipsy hand, where are they now ?" asked she, 
shuddering, as she spoke their nama 

" They disappeared very mysterioiisly, the second day 
after the death of Co-tanza, A party of police were dele- 
gated to search for them, but while they found where the 
camping-fires had been, the guilty Alfonso had evidently 
become alarmed by the disappearance of Costanza and the 
child, and so had fled." 

"Can he never he brought to justice?" asked Mrs. 
Landon, indignantly. 

" I fear not ! their lurking-places are so little known. 
However, the police are on the lookout, and he may yet be 
captured." 

After a Httle conversation, it was decided, through the 
urgent request of Mrs. Hartley, that Mr. Landon and wife 
should remain at their house until the following week, when 
they proposed returning to their distant home with their 
recovered treasure. 

Paul heard with unfeigned regret, that he was so soon 
to part with the affectionate child ; but on witnessing the 
joy of the re-united ones, he felt that all selfish feelings 
would be sinful, indeed. 

The day for parting came, and after the fiireweUs 
had all been uttered, the soft, clinging arms unclasped for 
the last timo from bis neck, the sweet pressure of those 
rosy lips had all passed away, a strange moisture gathered 
in Paul's eyes, a strange sinking fell upon his heart, and 
once more came the yearning cry to his bosom, for home 
— ^home ! 
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^ULY 1st, 1865. — I can scarcely realize that nine 
) months have passed away, since I bade farewell 
) to my brother's house, and sailed for this distant 
' land Little did I think I should ever emerge 
&om the seclusion to which I had so long been aceustomed, 
— to mingle with the jostling world again ! but such is 
life — one constant scene of change, change 1 

How well that we cannot read the future ; and how 
true, that God alone marljs out our pathway 1 

After relating the sad history of my life to Minnie, my 
young and lovely niece, I had the pleasure of seeing a 
marked and decided change in her every movement She 
no longer seemed to pine for excitement and gaiety, but 
became thoughtful and much more domestic, and while 
her naturally buoyant disposition remained, her heart 
seemed to seek only enjoyment in the devoted love she 
cherished for the chosen one, to whom she had plighted 
her pure young affections. Gladly, I observed that the 
statement of my sinful career had proved a solemn warning 
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to her soul, and that now slie scorned trifling, and faslaion- 
able coquetry, as fully as I eonld ■wish. 

No cloud therefore arose to dim her happiness, no 
jealousy to mar her prospects, and on the 28th of Septem- 
ber, she was united to Charles Percy. The ceremony was 

performed in St Church, sweet Bessie Brown being 

the first of her three bridesmaids. After the solemn 
vows had been exchanged, the bridal party returned to my 
brother's residence, and passed several hours receiving 
their Mends. 

All seemed charmed with the beauty of the bride, and 
manliness of the' groom, and all passed off happily and well. 
I could not but notice the radiant countenances of Mr. and 
Mrs. Landon, who, with their lately recovered daughter, 
were present When I thought of the years of agony 
those three hearts had endure<l, in that dreadful separation, 
I conld not wonder at their perfect happiness. The dear 
little child is exquisitely beautiful, and certainly is strange- 
ly gifted in song. I conversed with her again to-day, 
after I had congratulated the bride, but her thoi:^htfl and 
words teem with affection for her dear Cousin Paul. I 
had no need to ask who that individual might be, as I had 
listened to the story of her rescue irom the lips of Charles, 
and knew full well that it was the Russell of my former 
acquaintance. With all his faults, he has certainly been 
generous and noble in this case. 

Ah, well I why should I listen to his praises ? Why 
feel so interested in this child? Snrely it is not 
because she is a protegee of his 7 No 1 no I It is only on 
account of her spiritual beauty, and rare intelligence I 

Nothing more ! I do declare, it is nothing more I 

My health had been very delicate for an entire year, 
and at the time of this wedding, my friends were particu- 
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larly anxioua on my account They could scarcely tell 
what disease was destroying me ; my physician, however^ 
assured ua it was a general debility, and iusiated that a 
change of air was ahsolutely necessary for my restoration ; 
therefore, following his advice, and the earnest solicitations 
of aU my relatives, I consented to accompany my new 
nephew, and my niece, on their wedding tour to Europe. 

Thus, then, together have we wandered around many- of 
the countries of the Old World, so often visited by travel- 
lers and described with enthusiasm and delight Together 
have we visited England, but in passing through London, 
Percy insisted upon calling to see Paul Russell, '^the 
gentleman to whom," as he said, " his sister was so deeply 
indebted." Fortunately for my peace of mind, when he re- 
turned to the hotel where he had left us, it was to announce 
that he was absent from the city. Thus did Providence 
avert from me a trial I had anticipated with the deepest 
pain! 

After tarrying a few days in each city of note in England, 
we journeyed through Scotland, Ireland, France and 
Spain ; leisurely and delightedly examining each, to our 
perfect satisfaction. Switzerland next came in for a share 
of our admiration,, and with unbounded pleasure we lingered 
among her sublime, grand and noble scenery, always 
so enchanting, always so beautiful. We passed several 
weeks at the Hotel Byron, on the shores of Lake 
Leraan, at Geneva, within sight of the caatle_ immor- 
talized by the poem of "The Prisoner of Chillon." The 
lake is fifty-five miles long, and in some places nine and a 
quarter wide, and is inclosed on all sides by mountains, 
studded by beautiful vineyards, charming villages, and 
luxurious residences, which causes it to assome the ap- 
pearance of an earthly paradise. Poets and painters have 
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caused this magical spot to be immoitolized by both pic- 
tui-e and song, and we lingered both days and weetB, amid 
its varied beauties, with breathless enjoyment 

Finally, tearing ourselves away &om these matchless 
scenes, we climbed the noble peaks of that wonderful 
mountain chain, the Alps, and held our breath in awe at 
4lie grandeur of Mont Blanc, while we also admired with 
deepest enthusiasm the wonders of the Apennines. 
Weeks more, we tarried among the justly celebrated 
beanties of Italy ; we roamed among the curiosities of 
Eome ; we glided gladly over the enchanting waters of the 
Bay of Naples, or, seated in a gay gondola, we sailed 
among the buildings of far-famed Venice, listening to the 
songs of the gondoliers, or gazing into the bright eyes of 
the fair Italian maidens. 

Weary at length with our wanderings, we again find 
ourselves in honnie ^Prance, where we shall tany at a 
cousin's charming residence, quite near, yet not exactly, in 
the city of Paris. We ariived this morning, and I gladly 
seat myself, to pen a few lines in my long ] 
journal, before retiring for the night. My a 
large and weU appointed, opening upon a lovely garden, 
and as the window ia raised, the perfume of the blooming 
flowers, the rose, and the mignonette, are wafted in, to 
charm me with their dehcioug fragranea But however 
grateful the odors, however bright the stars in the clear 
canopy above, my seizes can no longer enjoy them, for 
my weary frame and drooping eyelids whisper for rest. 

Juli/ 10th, — A strange exciting day has this proved to 
be I My Grod [ why am I so weak ? why is my poor heart 
to be again thus lacerated? 

This afternoon my nephew, niece, and Mrs. St Clair, 
with myself, left home, and drove directly to the palace of 



Hosteatv Google 



TEE JOURNAL OF REBECCA BOUQLABS. 233 

tlie LoTivre, tliat gi'and museum of ancient and modem art. 
Tbis palace IiaTing been imited to the palace of the 
Tuileries, covers about sisty a«res in the very heart of the 
city, and is visited by crowds of old and young, artists and 
tr-Lvellers, every one, in siiort, that can admire statuary, 
paintings, medals and curiosities of ancient or recent date. 
The paintings alone, were a marvellous study. One, the 
" long gallery," as it is called, contains eighteen hundred 
paintings, of the old Italian, Spanish', and German schools, 
■while other galleries are devoted to living artists, to relics 
or memorials of every sovereign of Europe, and again of 
naval architecture, Ohin^e art, &c. &c. 

Thus, then, had wc passed along, examining each cnrios- 
iJy that came in our route, until we entered the " long 
gallery," where we hung in rapture over the rare and 
celebrated worts of art there exposed to view. 

As I stood lost in thought before a painting of exquisite 
beauty, I was attracted by these woi-ds, spoken in English, 
by a gentieman near by, although his tones were low, and 
guarded, not wishing to be heard. 

" Bnsaell, do you see that splendid woman ? I ttint I 
never saw a more beautiiul face I I mean the one to your 
right, dressed in half mourning, with the black grenadine 
shawl, and dainty crape hat See I she is looking this 
way !" 

Unconscious that I was the person described, I had 
turned my eyes .towards the speaker, and from him to his 
friend, and in an instant thebloodseemed curdling around 
my heart, for I met a longing, moumfal gaze from Paul 
Kussell, 

Never can I portray the agony that rushed over me, aa 
my eyes caught sight of that man. All the horror of our 
parting hour seemed acting over, all the anguish of my 
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long years of remorse and sorrow, were again brought ap, 
and with a trembling hand and darliening vision, I grasped 
the arm of Minnie, whisperiag, 

" Take rae home 1" 

The pallid cheeks and strange accents of nay voice 
alaimed her, so gently speaking to the remainder of fclie 
party, they turned to my assistance, hut with a violent ef- 
fort of will, I succeeded in becoming more calm, else had 
I fainted. As it was, I accepted the arm of Percy aad 
turned to leave a place now so void of cliarm for me. 

As I passed the two gentlemcE, I distinctly heard the 
whispa- of tlie foTmer speaker, as he remarked, 

" How singular that was 1 She seems to be ill ; who 
can she be?" 

Then the voice I knew so well, replied, " excuse me, 
Eobert, I must leave you I" and as I passed out, I was 
conscious that he, also, was leaving the room. 

We entered the carriage and drove homeward, and the 
gi-ateful breeze revived me, while Minnie joyfiilly ex- 
claimed : 

" You look better now, dear Auntie I- how strange that 
you should have been seized so suddenly !" 

As the carriage turned into Mr. St Clair's elegant 
grounds, I raised my eyes, and once more did my heart 
almost stand still, as I perceived a gentleman ride past, 
and in the graceful form, and splendid rider, I recognized 
the only one who had the power to cause such deep emo- 
tion. 

Gladly, on entering the house, did I accept their urgent 
petitions to retire to my own room, and lie down ; but with 
my first step into that chamber, I fell upon my knees, 



Hosteatv Google 



ISEJOURNAL OS REBECCA DOUGLASS. 235 

and implored my Heavenly Father to Lave pity upon me, 
and forgive my weakness. 

I never thougiit that seeing him, could i 
thnsl 

Frail heart I Low must I ever battle witL thee I 
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THE SERENADES. 



gULY12th. — I never saw a brigliter moon than 
, the one that slione upon the garden, beneath 
) my window, last evening. 

Eleven had long since been pointed out by 
my watch, yet still I sat gazing through the partly clfsed 
bhnds, into the winding paths, watching the moonbeams as 
they glanced through the parting tree-houghs, making 
everything perfectly visible below— then, darting long 
mellow rays up into the otherwise dark room where I sat 
With my head leaning upon my hand, and my eyes 
fixed, now upon the starry sky, now upon the graveled 
walk and blooming flower beds, my thoughts went back- 
ward to my early days, and my prayers ascended for for- 
giveness and peace. 

Suddenly, my heart beat quickly, as beneath my win- 
dow, folly revealed in the inoonlight, appeared the form I 
had seen the day before in the palace of the Louvra My 
breath came quick and hst, and once more I summoned all 
my strength to keep from feinting. 
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He stood leaning against a tree in a moat dejected atti- 
-tade, with hia fiiee turned towards mj window. I sat 
so in the shadow, I hoped he could not see me, but I was 
not sure, and I dared not stir. 

He stood thua motionless some moments, then raising 
his arm, I noticed that he had an instrument of music 
in his hand, and was ahout giving me a serenada 

SoflJy rose a sweet, low strain upon the midnight air — 
then, oh heart he stU! I those full, rich tones, that deep, 
yet powerful voice, that no other I ever knew could 
imitate, fell upon my ear,, and held me breathlessly en- 
tranced. 

Oh Russell I did yon so long remember my passion for 
music? Did your soul dream that I could be so be- 
wildered with that sad, mournful song? How those 
words sank into my soul as they issued from his lipa I I 
could not breathe, and not until a gush of tears came to 
my relief, could I recover my composure, and self ccim- 
mand. As I did control my tears, these words were vi-" 
brating in the air, and while the name "i 
still echoing around, he glided noiselessly away. 

Give, oh give, some libQe taiea 
That mj love is not in \eia ! 
Speeik one word of hope to cheer nte, 
Dearest, when we meet i^in. 



Do not keep my heart in pun. 

When I was sure that he Vas nowhere to be seen, I 
arose, closed the blinds, and disrobing, threw myself upon 
my bed, but not to sleep 1 No I it was but to weep and 
pray, until morning came, and bade me rise and join the 
femily below. As I did so, I felt the color mount to my 
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brow, so teartoi was I, that my serenade of tte night before 
Lad been listened to by other ears than mine. As noth- 
ing was said, I concluded it had not been noticed, as their 
rooms were on the other side of the house, all but the one 
occupied by Percy and his wife. 

Once, at the breakfast table, I caught the eye of Minnie 
looking peculiarly at me, but as she instantly turned away, 
I deemed it but imaginary, and so it made little impres- 
sion on ray mind. 

July 14lh. — Again yesterday, in an afternoon drive, did 
Paul Eussell pass us on" horseback. As my eyes, en- 
countered his, he gave me a pleading look, accompanied 
by a low bow, which, in my confusion, I did not return. 

" Who is that splendid looking gentleman, Mr. Percy ?" 
aaked Mrs. St Clair, as he passed away. 

" I do not know, madam 1 Probably he mistook us for 



" I wish I knew his name, I seem to meet him so often, 
lately !" t^ain remarked Mrs. St. Glair. 

I said not a word ! A sly glance from Minnie had 
startled me — but I held my own counsel Could Minnie 
haye guessed that the handsome stranger was the Leshe of 
my story ? I felt uneonifortable at the very surmise, and 
my confusion was so evident that my tongue was mute, 
and my heart strangely excited. 

I retired early that night ; I did not allow, myself my 
favorite enjoyment of sitting to admire the beauties of a 
summer night, but closing the blinds I sought my pillow. 
Eleven had again soundeJ, and my eyelids were just 
di^ooping into a aweet sleep, when the strings of a guitar 
were softly touched beneath my window, and again was 
the voice of RuaseU pouring his bewitching songs of fond- 
est love into my ear. 
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Poor Russell I his love for me liaa been faithful and 
trae I Would that he could bestow Lis affection now 
upon some other person who would return bis devotion, 
and speak peace to his troubled heart 1 

July 20lh. — I have not resumed my pen for some days, 
my mind has been in such continual excitement, con- 
stantly encountering, as I do, my former lover. He 
never attempts to speak to me, but each time we met 
I notice his dejection, while his songs beneath my window 
have been almost a nightly occurrenca Once, when 
the blinds were a little open, a rare bouquet fell into 
the room. I knew whose hand had thrown it there, but I 
could not raise it ; some voice seeined to whisper, " touch 
not those flowers — they are only another temptation of the 
adversary 1" 

So they lay and withered, but I could not close my 
eyes to their beauty, nor could their fragrance be dis- 
puted. 

The blinds were ever after careMly closed, notwith- 
standing the heat, and the wild craving of my heart for the 
moonlight, and evening breezes, 

. Last night, he stood longer than usual, leaning against 
the willow, before commencing his song, and from a con- 
cealed spot, I watohed him. Once or twice I thought a 
i^r glistened on his cheek in the moonlight, then, when 
he commenced to sing, his voice faltered, his tones were 
tremulous, and the words breathed a last farewell. He 
stood with his hand pressed upon his brow,, as he ceased 
the song, then extending his arms towards my window, as 
if he would give a parting embrace, he moved down the 
walk, and disappeared, I well knew, to come again no 

August IStft, — To-morrow we sail for our native land iij 
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tbe same vessel that trougbt us hither. In ord^ to be 
ready for its depaxtu-re, we bade Mrs. St. Clair's fanuly 
adieu, and returning to iCr^land took rooms in this hotel 
in Liverpool, where we will remain until going on board, 

This morning I a^in strangely encountered Paul Eus- 
sell. 

We were going to drive around the city for the last 
time, as we go to the vessel early in the morning, and aa 
we descended Ike hotel stairs, Minnie discovered that she 
had left her watch in her room, and returning to find it, I 
stepped into the public parlor to wait for her. As I en- 
tered, I suddenly started back in astonishment, for before 
me, upon a sofa, lay Mr. RusselL 

He turned pale as myself as our eyes met, and with his 
own native politeness, sought to rise, but sank back ap- 
parently, faint and ill. 

In an instant everything was forgotten, save the one 
thought, that be was sick and alone, and going to him I 
esclainied, 

"Mr. Eussell, lam sorry to see you an invalid I You 
seem to have been very iU 1" 

I extended my hand as I spoke, which he eagerly seized 
and carried to his lips, pressing upon it a long, passionate 
kiss. 

"I have indeed been very sick, Eebeeea, but I am 
almost well now, I am daily recovering. God bless you, 
my dear friend I Farewell I" he added, as I turned, hur- 
riedly to leave him, for Minnie's step was heard approach- 
ing, and I could not linger. 

I was very silent during the drive, Minnie said, and I 
knew it; yet I could not overcome my excitement, or 
command my feelings. The pale, handsorne face of Rus- 
sell was ever before me ; his kiss was even yet thrilling 
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my hand. UncODBciouslj, I laid my other hand caressingly 
over the spot which those lips had pressed, to shield it from 
every . other touch ; it seemed so delightful to have had 
that pressure ilieTe once more, then — I drew back, aston- 
ished at myselC 

Could it be possible that those old infatuated fi 
"were still in my bosom? Oh Eebecca Douglass 
you indeed be stUl intei-estcd in that man ? 

I was overcome with shame and confusion at the dis- 
covery, and I bit my lips in vexBti<Hi, that I had spoken to 
him, while with my handkerchief I rubbed the offending 
spot, and drew on my glove®, resolving to wear them more 
constantly than ever, after that unlooked for weakness. 
11 
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ON THE ociiArr. 



For Ihoa, O Lord, hast power to Bum, 
1 know Thoa wile not sligbt Qie oaD, 
For Thon dost Biart the upenov't US, 
Tbm colm and peatsful be my deep, 
Kotked in Oie ciadle ot the deep," 



JUGUST 15tlL— At Sea. We left Liverpool 
"1 jestorday morning. Ail seem liappy in the 
I thougKt^ that we are homeward bound. I am 
■ quite comfortably situated, have a nice state- 
room, and ani bo eatirely restored to health that I can 
scarcely beheve I am the same poor, debilitated creature, 
that stood upon this vessel ten months sinca 

I imagine there is a sick person in the state-room next 
mine, as I often see the steward go there, with little dishes 
for invalids, while the inquiry, " How do you feel to-day, 
sir?" falls upon my ear, but the answer is so low, I cannot 
distinguish a word. 

Poor man ! he has my sympathy, whoever he may be, 
as pain is a poor companion while travelling I 

I was interrupted in my writing a few moments since, 
by an unlooked for occurrenca Minnie came into my 
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state-room to see tae awhile, and I mentioiied the c 
stance of my sick neighbor. 

" Yes, dear aunt !" returned she, " I saw him come on 
board. He was so feeble, that he had to be assisted to his 
state-room. He is gaining rapidly now, I think, for he 
walked alone on deck to-day, and I heard him say to the 
Captain, ' that every breath of ocean air he drew, benefited 
him 1' I think I never eawso handsome a man,' and his 
voice is music itself Poor fellow ! how sadly he used to 
sing under your -window, -dear auntia I could almost weep 
at those despairing words and tones, while Percy slept so 
soundly, he never once heard him." 

" Minnie I" exclaimed I, in a voice tremulous with 
anxiety, " what do you mean ?" 

" Forgive me, Aunt Eebecoa, if I listened to those songs, 
and gu^sed the serenader to be Mr. Leslie, or, as I have 
since learned, Paul RusselL Charles is delighted to have 
him on board, and homeward bound, and I co«Id not.re- 
sist telling you my discovery," 

" Dear girl ! you have done nothing that needs foigive- 
ness ;" exclaimed I, but my toars stopped my words, and 
leaning my head upon her afifectionate shoulder, I wept 
freely. 

" Do not weep, dear aunt, but let me plead one little 
word for him. Think how fiathful he has been to you, 
how devotedly he must love yon, and who can wonder, for 
you are still young, only thirty-three, and if I do flatter, 
are a very beautiflil woman. Aunt Rebecca, suppose you 
treat him a little more cordially, no one would blame 
you." 

"Child!" exclaimed I vehemently, "you know not 
■what you say 1 The- injured blood of ray husband presses 
too closely upon my heart, and Lucy's laugh rings too 
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wretchedly in my ears. Never I Minnie, never I the 
thought alone, causes me to shudder 1" 

She said no more, hut kissing away my tears, left me to 
nay own reflections. 

August 19(A,— Still, still out upon the houndless deep I 
how rapidly we skim along over the watera I thought to 
write, but the beauty of the scene calls me to the deck. 

Later, — How terribly my poor heart flutters I I had 
stepped to the deck after eo abruptly leaving these un- 
finished lines, and stood alone, near the side of the vessel, 
for Oharles had a severe headache, and Minnie, like a true, 
devoted wife, sat beside him. 

The scene was a charming one, and I watched the dan- 
ciag watei-s, and the dashing spray, as . the steamer sped 
between them, with the utmost delight 

' I never feel the presence of God so sensibly, Mrs. 
Douglass, aa when I stand upon a vessel and gaae upon the 
■wonders of the sea," said a rich, familiar voice by my side; 
without noticing my confusion, he continued, "I fe^,.then, 
that without His protecting care, how powerless, are we, 
how soon a wreck, and in eternity. I was just looking at 
that little cloud. I have been so much upon the ocean that 
I am quite a weather prophet, and I think it promises a 
storm. , Would you fear a storm at sea, Bebecca ?" 

"I should be somewhat firightened, I think ; but, as our 
passage out was calm and delightful, we can scarcely teat 
our courage, until tried ! Howev^, God can protect ua, 
and with Him for our friend, we 3ieed fear no evU. But I 
will inquire after your health, and then retire to my state- 
room?" added I, for I was anxious to end the inter- 
view. 

" Nay ! do not let me drive you &om the deck, Mjs. 
Douglass. Forgive the presumption of which 1 was guilty 
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iQ Paris, and extend to me theprivil^eof your friendship. 
I assure yoxi, I will never wound your aenaitivenesa by 
word or look again, if you will suffer a pure friendly inter- 
eoursft Think not my presence here an intrusion ; I 
never dreamed that you were a passenger on this vessel, 
when I embarked. But as God has ordered that we should 
be companions in this voyage, let us at least be friendly. 
Believe me, Mrs. Douglass, I am not the gay and worldly 
man you once knew ; hopelessness of earthly happiness, 
has caused me to " set my affections on things above," and 
I now " look for another inheritance, one that fadeth not 
away." He raised his eyes as he spoke, for a moment up- 
ward, and the breeze throwing the jet black curls from his 
brow revealed yet more fully the spiritual look upon his 
noble featurea, whUe the soft smile that played upon hia 
finely chiseled lips, was inexpressibly attractive. 

Strange, how perverse a heart is mine I while be spoke 
BO calmly, asking my friendship, and assuring me that he 
would wound no more by his love, for such I understood 
to he the import of hia words, my heart sank, and a rebel- 
lious feeling caused a sigh to escape ray lips. Can it be 
that the love of Paul Eussell is of the least importance to 
me ? Oh God I forgive me if such is the case, and help 
me to tear all such interest from my heart, forever. 

" You asked after my health," continued he, as he turned 
his thoughtful eyes to mine, once more, " I am quite strong 
again, this ocean air has been a rare physician I Come, 
will yon not walk awhile on deck ?" and taking my hand- 
r^pectfidly, he drew it under his arm, and we paced up 
and down the vessel, while the intellectual conversation of 
my companion charmed, even while he sotight to amuse 
me. 

9 o'clock — A violent storm is raging! Russell was in- 
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deed a true prophet ! Hark ! how -wildly the -mind rattles 
around, and how heavily the waves beat against the vessel I 
I cannot write, so will secure these pages, with some other 
valuables, around my person, for no one but God can tell 
what may befall us in another hour? 
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SEW YOKE^ Sept. 9th, 1865.— Once more safely 
gj^ at home, but what dangers have we passed 
) through, and how kmdly have we been watched 
^ over, and protected. When I last wrote in the 
_ s of my Journal, a violent storm was raging, so wild, 
that terror was depicted on.every countenance. I had col- 
lected tc^ther my valuables, and bound them closely 
about my person, and throwing a sea-mantle around me, 
I awaited the result of the frightful storm, wit3i Minnie 
chnging to me, when her husband was on deck, or, wildly 
rushing to him, when by her side, so nervous, and ascited 
bad the poor child become. We had all gathered together 
in the cabin, feeling lonely in our state-rooms, and there 
clinging to the stationary furniture, we stood, or sat, pale, 
and terrified. 

Suddenly, a calm voice broke the silence ; a voice I well 
knew, and that filled me with awa 



Hosteatv Google 



218 WVSJNPAUL. 

" We are sorrounded, my frienda, by untold dangers, 
but our Heavenly Father is above, and around us, and His 
ear is ever open to the prayer of Faith. Shall we not in- 
voke His presence, and His aid ?" 

Such a prayer as the Hpa of Paul Eusaell offered then, I 
never Ustened to before ; so trusting, yet so pleading, so 
child-iike and yet so beautiful, — ail seemed soothed in- 
stantly, and all looted with gratitude towards him, as he 
concluded. 

"Oh Thoul" he prayed, "who in the flesh didat by thy 
word calm the sea, and allay the stormy wind, we are in 
Thy hands, and we throw ourselves upon thy niercy I For 
Thy blessed name's sate, heed our unworthy, but earnest 
prayer. 

" If it can be possible, now, speak that word that 
shall deliver us from our peril I By whatever means that 
seemeth good to Thee, bring us speedy relief Show ua 
Thy glory in Thy goodness, that shall remove from us the 
prospect of speedy death. Have mercy, oh Thou that 
canst show mercy 1" 

" But Lord, we desire not to dictate to Thea We pray 
Thee subdue our every heart to feel submissive to Thy 
wisp decisions. Let faith that links closely to Thine ever- 
lasting faithfulness, and rest calmly thereon, take possession 
of our hearts, and what seemeth good to Thee, do. We com- 
mit us to Thy wiadom and goodness ; and whether we are 
soon to be rescued from danger and death, or to go to Thy 
presence, prepare us for it We know Thee that thou art 
good, and doest good. Forgive us our every sin. Wash 
us white in that blood that cleanseth us from all sin, and 
miike this solemn hour, an hour of grace and blessing, and 
eternal life, and then, under Thy Spirit's guidance, we shall 
in life, in death, and in etemily, praise Thy Holy name, 
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for ever and ever, through Jesus Christ, Thy Son and our 
Lord. Amen," 

Oh how I thanked him for those words 1 As be prayed 
he seemed invested with a new charm — the charm of ^ai(ft. 
I could scarcely believe that boly, spiritual man, the gay 
worldling, tjiat bad .caused so much sorrow and misery, 
and I blessed God irom my inmost soul, at the deeply ap- 



On rode the storm; to and fro dashed ■the panting 
stream — ^but suddenly all the gentlemen were summoned 
to aid in saving the vessel by pumping, as she had sprung 
aleak. 

Once more the Irightened females clung to each other in 
those dreadful momenta of suspense 1 but once did a sound 
approach, and then the voice of Russell was heard sayii^, 

"The violence of the storm is abating; for this let us 
be thankful ; but the vessel is in a bad condition I keep 
calm, and put your trust in Jesus." 

. Then came the booming of the gun, and the tolling of 
the bell, to s^iify distress, and stUl the work of the pumps 
went on.. Men rushing hurriedly over the deck, evidently 
getting the life-boats in order, was the nest thing heard, 
wMle courage and alacrity prevailed, but the wind was de- 
creasing, and the violent motion of thp vessel had ceased [ 
This was in our &vor, for no boat cotild have lived in the 
tumultuous sea of the morning, — for day had broken long 
before the violence of the storm had at all abated, and now 
another night would soon be upon us. 

Silent and pale we clustered together when the order 
came for the women and children to be placed in the small ■ 
boats, as nothing could save the Star of the Sea ; the water 
was gaining so rapidly, she must soon go down. 

There was a rush and confusion at the command, frantic 
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mothers claaped tbeir ehildren and atrt^gled on deck; 
brotliera sought their sisters and assisted them on ; hus- 
bands attended to the safety of their wives, but I alone 
seemed to have no one upon whopi to lean, in that terrific 
hour, Minnie was nearly helpless with fright, and bidding 
me follow, Charles harried away with her ; I started after, 
but others jostled between, and in the excitement and confu- 
sion I caught my foot in some unseen impediment and fell, 
spraining my arm, and bo injuring me that I. lay stunned 
and helpless, forgotten and aJona 

All were seated in the boats, I was afterwards told, when 
Bussell leaned over to Charles and exclaimed, " I do not 
see Mra. Douglass — ^wherecan she be?" 

"Oh Aunt Rebecca 1" screamed Minnie. ""Where is 
she V she will be lost, for she is not here I" 

"Be calm Mr& Percy! remain with your wife, Mr. 
Percy, I will seek her. Rest assured I will do my ut- 
most I" 

"This boat is too full now," exclaimed the Captain; 
" take to the other, Mr, RusseU, if you find her ; two sea- 
men shall -go with youl" 

" All right !" returned the young man, and while the 
well 'filled boats pushed off, the other was fitted up with 
food, water and blankets, and in a moment Russell ap- 
peared bearing my senseless form in his arms, and we were 
soon out upon the ocean in our fi-aU bark. Not one mo- 
ment too soon, however, as the fast sinking vessel testified ! 
Fifteen minutes passed, and then the waters, closed over the 
beautifal Star of the Sea, and we were alone in/a small 
boat, on the broad Atlantic, with the other boats in sight, 
but alas I no vessel of rehef to be seen. 
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" Ho miketh the Btocm 

"Then are ihey glad tii 

aired baven," — 'Pa&uoE, <n 



^HEN I recovered my eonaciouanesa, Russell waa 
) supporting me, as I lay on the Ijottom of the 
1 boat ; Ha breast was my pillow, while he waa 
' .assiduously bathing my brow, and seeking to 
restore me. As I opened my eyes I met his, fixed with 
the utmost anxiety upon me. 

^'iPhank.Godl you are better I But you seem to be in 
p^l "he cried,, 35 an .involuntary . groan eseaped .me, a 
quick moyement on hia part, having sent a thrill of an- 
guish through my frame. , 

" It is my arm I I fear I have d^ocated my wrist in 
falling!" 

A deep aigh . escaped him as X apoke, and with, much 
distress depicted upon iiis .countenance, he exclaimed, 

"Oh Eebecca 1 how dreadM that you should suffer, and 
no. plxysician at hand. . Perhaps I cquld .replace it ; I once 
commenced the study of surgery, but abandoned it, as I 
could not bear ,to witness the anguish of the afflicted. I 
know well that it must be replaced immediately, but the 
operation will be painful, and that will grieve ma" 

"I will bear it I" cried I, for I longed for reliefi "If 
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you can replace it, do not once think of me — but go oa 
and do as you think best." 

Witliout a word more, he took my poor hand in his, 
and as skiliully as any surgeon could have done, replaced 
the dislocated joint, and binding it with my handkerchief, 
he formed a sling with his own, and carefully laid my hand 
within it'. The operation was a painful one, so much so, 
that I could scarcely keep from crying out ; but it was too 
much in my weak state — my head swam — and onee mora 
was I unconscious. Another efEort on the part of Eussell 
fully restored me, and I soon raised myself from his sup- 
porting- arm and looked around. Then, for the first time, 
I realized our sad condition. Out on the boundless, d^^, 
were we ridir^ in a frail boat, while the sea was stiI^.ro,ugh 
and angry. Night was fast closing around us, and .even 
then, we could see but a hand's breadth from our little 
boat Before us sat two sturdy sailors, with the oars in 
their hands; Eussell, by my side, seemed only anxious for 
my welfare, while ever and anon, he spoke soothing words 
of encouj-agement, and faith in God's protecting power. 

"We can do nothing now, , my friend, but pray, and 
leave God to dispose of us. He knows our sad condition, 
and can yet save us !'' 

Then, as night folded its dark mantle over our boat, he 
carefully drew around me a protecting blanket, and as we 
tossed upon the waves, and I constantly clung to the side 
of the boat, with my one uninjured hand, he gently passed 
his arm around me, and implored a brother's privilege of 
supporting me. How could I refuse so kind and necessary 
an olier — for I was much overcome with pain, and fear — and 
allowing him to draw me towards him, I leaned my weary 
head against his shoulder, and as he bade me, dosed my 
eyes and sought to sleep. 
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But' sleep came not to my relief I I could but Ibten to 
tlie pulsations of the generous heart against ■which I 
leaned ; I could but think how strangely we had been 
thrown together, and how desiSlate a condition we were 
in. Then I longed to know, where was the boat con- 
taining Minnie and Percy ; I feared that We should be 
widely separated before the morning light, and so my mind 
roved around, although mj eyes were closed, and courted 
dumber in vain 

■ Russell did not once sleep during that long night I knew 
it well by hia careful manner of supporting my form, and 
adjusting the blanket, and 1 could ever feel hia warm breath 
upon my cheek, as my face leaned againat his shoulder. 
Once or twice I spoke and asked if he would not change 
hia position, for I knew he must be weary, but be would 
not sufier me to move, assuring me he was happy— ao 
happy in being useful to ma 

So that long night wore on I Slowly and silently, scarce 
a word spoken, yet all wakeful, and on the watch. The 
midnight sky had cleared all clouds, and bright, beantifiil 
stars were shining down upon us. 

Icould see the Pleiades with their silvery group, and 
Orion's starry belt ; while Cassiopeia and a myriad of bril- 
liant constellations shone upon the scene. Then the moon 
Bixjse, and added her rays to the picture, bnt aUseemed 
strange and mournful to me. At last itussell whispered, 
for he knew I was awake, 

■ " See, the morning breaks, aiid soon, Rebecca, we can 
look for our friends. Qod has. shielded us thus far, and 
our grateful thanks must be hia alona" 

With the morning light, we all eagerly looked around, 
while none could for a long time discover the other boats 
but finally the practised eyes of the seamen discerned some 
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mei-e specks in the distance, wLich they a^ured us were 
those we sought 

After partaking of tJie biscuits and water we had heen 
careftilly provided with, the sailors exerted themselves to 
draw near our compamons in peril, and so they labored 
hour after hour, while Eussell and I watched the ocean, 
for a coming saiL 

So tlie day wore on, and all that had been accomplished, 
was to be abie to speak to our friends. Charles assured 
us that Minnie was more calm, than when we parted, and 
Hussell bade them believe that, he would devote himself 
to my welfara 

So that day passed, and again night hovered over ns, 
and again did the protecting- arm of Eussell prove my 
support, and hia shoulder serve for a pillow. Eat this 
night I slept ; several hours of forgetfiilness were granted 
me, and Buaaell watched over my slumbers. 

Kind, devoted, Eussell ! I do not believe he allowed 
himself once to close his eyes in his carefulness of me I 

The nest morning, when the sun was about an hour 
high, one of the seamen suddenly snatched off hia hat, 
and gave a shout of joy as he pointed to a s£u], and truly 
our ddiveranco was near! they saw, us and were fest 
coming to our reacua 

I will not linger to describe our joy when safely landed on 
the deck of the " Ocean Bride," we joyftilly congratulated 
each other upon our wonderful escape. Minnie almost 
overwhelmed me with kisses, while Charles and Eussell 
cordially shook hands. 

Our homeward passage proved exceedingly prosperous, 
after this, nothing occurring to mar our progress. Eussell 
I saw very little, for the exJK>sure had given Hirn a severe 
cold, and he was obliged to remain in the statfe-room, the 
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Oaptaiu had kindly asfflgned to him, most of the time ;■ but 
whenever I did see him, he seemed happy, and exhibited 
a grateful pleasure that our friendship remained un- 
changed. Soon our vessel reached its destioBi port, and as 
I placed myhandinEussell's at parting, he, beat partly over 
it, aa if to press his lips upon its siu-fece, then drew back, 
but not before I saw that his eyes were full of tears, while 
his lips quivered, aa.he murmarod, 

" Farewelt, my dear Mrs. Douglass ; that God may ever 
bless you, ■ shall be the constant prayer of your friend i 
Farewell ]" 

I saw him no more ! he had gone, but thepainful beat- 
ing of my. heart, the loneliness that stole pvermy spirit, 
flssured-me that he was more. dear to my soul, than I had. 
imagined. 

We arrived at my brother's in safety, and were joyfiiHy 
welcomed by every member of the family, not excepting 
Dinah and Phiilis, Pomp, and Sambo, the latter of whom 
exclaimed, as we each shook his ebony band, 

"BressdeLord, Marse Percy, and you too. Missis Doug- 
lass and Missis Percy, far his great condescension. Nebber 
was nobody so glad to see white folks aa dis chUe is to see 
your purty faces dis day. Laws now, hope you goin mr 
to stay hum a spelJ, far you'd better blieve its bin dretful 
lonesum wid no young folks around to shine up de place 
somehow, as dey allers shua to do. It am a feet, Maraa 1 
nothir^ like de light ob young fac^ to make de hearts 
sunshine No sah ! I kuos dat from sperlence, and you jea 
member wha,t I say. Nothing like it, on dis lower globe 1 
No sah, not one single ting. Tank de Lord 1" 

Since our return from that perilous voyage both Minnie 
and her husband have experienced a change of heart, and 
have become devoted folipwers of Jesus ; thus have we 
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cause to "efstol thee, oh ©od, and to blesa tby name for 
ever and ever." 

I shall lay aside my pen now, for a while. Duties, 
home dutie^'fe well as Church duties, are pressing around 
me, and in their full performance I shall have no time 
to write, even in my journal. It is well 1 Nothing but 
constant occupation can sever from my heart this^atal at- 
tachment, which has become so deeply rooted, anij so 
difficult to overcome. 

How thankful am I, that I have the wish and disposition 
to work in the " Master's vineyard," searching for, and as- 
sisting his .poor and needy ones, when by thus obeying his 
conamand, the constant labor diverts my mind from trouble, 
and brings a blessing on my otherwise lonely pathway. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

CEDAR LAWN. 

^^KCB more we leave Rebecca, and enter the cozy 
' library at Cedar Lawn, the residence of Mr. 
' Brown. It is quite late in the evening, and 
^ isie sits in a small sewiag chair by tho 
e-table, busily plying the needle, and at the same 
time watching for her ■ fether's return. Mr. Brown had 
been absent since dinner, and as this was quite an unuflual 
circumstance, Bessie felt greatly concerned at the delay. 

Wearily she waited, each moment growing more and 
more uneasy, until finally she heard his step approacluDg, 
and with a glad cry flew to meet him. 

" Oh papa, I have been so lonely I" said she, as she re- 
ceived his affectionate kiss, and led him to his favorite seat 
beside her sewing chair. 

" I feared so, daughter, but I could not return sooner. A 
very nnlooked for circumstance, and one which I hope 
will result in much improvement to yourself, detained 
me." 

•' To me, papa," exclaimed Bessie with surprise ; " how 
ean that be ?" 

"You know, my darling," returned Mr. Brown, "how 
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miicli Iliave regretted tliat our residing in so secluded a 
place, should render it impossible for me to secure a com- 
petent teacher, one capable of advancing you in that art 
for which you have ever exhibited so decided a taste ; I 
refer to your love for drawing and painting. But I am glad 
to tell you, that now your advancement is certain, and I 
hope you will find yourself happy with the teacher Provi- 
dence bas so kindly provided for you." 

" Oh papa, this is indeed delightful news. Do inform 
me how it was accomplished ?" asked the daughter. 

" In a purely providential way, I assure you. After I 
left borne this afternoon, I strolled towards the village for a 
walk. As I passed carelessly along, I heard my name pro- 
nounced by some person behind me, and turning quickly, 
I was delighted to see our old &iend Mr. Moulton, who 
sailed for Europe after the deatb of his wife, you remem- 
ber-, and who has just returned, having been absent four 
years." 

"Why papa," interrupted Bessie, her eyes sparkling 
with pleasure, "you do surprise mel Has he indeed 
returned, and did he bring sweet little Marion with him ?" 

"He did, my child. She is much altered, having grown 
exceedingly since last you met" 

"You have seen her then? How I long to have the 
same pleasura She must be fourteen years old, now ?" 

" Yes ! fourteen next month she told ma But to return 
to my story ; Mr. Moulton insisted upon my going to his 
house, and when there, urged me exceedingly to stay ip 
tea. I enjoyed my visit with this intellectual, excellent 
man, vastly, and lir^ered with delight over the curiosities 
and magnificent paintings he brought with him from 
abroad. 
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"I am Eiire they must be truly splendid, if he, ■with his 
superior taste, select^ them," returned Bessie. 

" They are indeed ; two in particular I hung over in per- 
fect delight; one was a view upon the Rhine, and the 
other "a charming scene in Switzerland. Mr. Moulton 
seemed to enjoy my pleasure, and toot great paina to ex- 
plain every little point of interest in those two paintings 
particularly." 

" Does my young friend Bessie stUl retain her toste for 
drawing and painting ?" he asked, aa we were lingerii^ 
over these pictures. 

" She does indeed, Mr. Moulton," returned I, " but I re- 
gret that I have never been able to cultivate it, as there has 
never been a person capable of giving instruction in our 
village, since we made the place a residence." 

" What a pity," replied my friend ; " hers, I once thought 
a rare talent, and when such a talent is possessed it should 
by all means be improved. Does she not paint at 
aU?" 

"Tes," was my reply, "she has deigned and painted 
many really beautiful lUuminated Texts, but they were of 
course done in vrater colors. She has never attempted 
painting in oiL" 

Mr. Moulton seemed to muse several moments after this ; 
then he remarked : 

" Mr. Brown, I have a proposition to make, which I hope 
will prove agreeable to you. It is this : I am about giving 
instiTiction to Marion in the art to which she also is par- 
tial, and I gi^atly desire that your daughter should enjoy 
the same advantage. "Why not allow Bessie to come here 
every morning at ten o'clock, and spend a couple of hours 
in the study that I know she so much loves ? I think 
Marion wniild he. stimulated to greater pereeverance with 
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a companion, aad might thus be aroused from the apathy 
into which she seems to have been drawn since the recent 
sudden and afflicting death of her grandmother." 

I was delighted with the proposal, and espressed mj 
pleasure and gratitude, but the question would present 
itself— 

" Where will you find a suitable teacher, Mr. Moulton 'I 
Surely there is no artist in our village, or I certainly 
should have beard of him." 

"You are mistaken, Mr. Brown. The artist whose 
worts you have so ardently admired to-night, I mean the 
scene on the Rhine, and also the one taken from Switzer- 
land, resides not far distant 

"Is it possible?" T exclaimed, "why, who, and w;here 
can he be, my dear sir." 

" His name is Henry Moulton, and he stands before 
you 1" 

" You amaze ma" I replied, with undisguised surprise, 
" I know in former day€ you made great use of the pencil 
and brush, for a diversion, but that you had become a pro- 
ficient in the art, I never dreamed," 

" You were ignorant also, probably, of the superior ad- 
vantages that have been mine, during the last four years. 
I have studied with the first masters in Italy, I have spared 
no expense, which fortunately my ample means has fully 
allowed, and by dose application and constant, practice I 
have accomplished what you see. I needed some such di- 
version from my troubles, my friend I"., continued he, sigh- 
ing as be spoke. " But now, allow me to show you my 
studia" 

Leading the way to a tasteful, cheerfrd room in another 
part of Jhe house, he exhibited the beautiftil arrangement 
of light and accommodation, gathered there, to aid him in 
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the pursuit of tills delightful accomplishment. Tlie studio 
waa, I assiire you, a perfect gem of a retreat, haDdsomely 
famished, and every way adapted for the use t ■which he 
haa consecrated it. 

" Here," said the generous man, " it will be ray delight to 
instruct your daughter and mine, in thia glorious art, and 
next week I should rejoice to commence. "With your- per- 
mission, Marion (who is very anxious to see her fondly 
loved Bessie) and myself, wiU call at Cedar Lawn to- 
morrow, and personally invite her to the Studia" 

" Oh papa, I cannot tell you the joy this has afforded 
me," stud Bessie ; " the choice wish of my heart, ia now ob- 
tained, and gladly will I improve the opportunity. - Then 
I shall be so delighted to aee that sweet child once more I 
Would that to-morrow were here, I am so impatient to 
clasp her in my arms." 

" I think golden dreams will be mine to-night, dearest 
papa !" whispered the sweet girl, as after their evening de- 
votions, she received the good night kiss of her bappy 
parent, and sought her own apartment, there to think and 
rejoice over the advantages thus spread before her. 

The next day, at quite an eai-ly hour, Mr, Moulton and 
Marion were announced, and with an eager delight, Bessie 
welcomed them home. Sweet little Marion, she found in- 
deed altered, and exceedingly improved by travel and 
advantages, while Mr. Moulton seemed the same valued 
friend, only Bessie's quick eye detected a more thoughtful 
expression upon his handsome face, while she also no- 
ticed -the sprinkling of grey hairs amid his hitherto dark 
locks. 

The delightfiil hour of their stay soon glided past, and 
after extending the invitation already mention^, which 
was accepted with many expressions of grateful pleasure, 
Monday was the day selected for the commencement of 
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their lessons, and ten o'clock the hour agreed upon, to 
gather in the Studia 

With a warm kiaa upon Marion's cheek, and a kind pres- 
sure from Mr. Moiiltoii's hand, Bessie allowed her friends to 
dej^rt, and returned to her books and work, while her 
thoughts followed the sweet child and her father homeward. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

ME. MOULTOK". 

tf N a beautiful portion of the village o 
I stood the ciacimjig residence owned by Heniy 
, Moultou, the richest man by far in the place. 
It was a spot which cultivation and an ex- 
1 rendered beautiful in the extreme. The 
a large, ■with a wing upon each side, and vines and 
rere trained around the pillara that sup- 
ported the front entrance, the balconies, and bay windows, 
filling the rooms within, in June, liie rose month, with moat 
delicious perfume. 

The grounds around were extensive, and abounded in 
noble trees, windiag walks, and vine-covered summer- 
houses that made it indeed a sweet retreat ftom the noise 
and dust of village life. 

Never did Sowers seem more rich and beautiful, than 
those blooming in the garden belonging to these domains ; 
never were colors more brightly painted than rested upon 
the rose, the cardinal flower and the noble dahlia. 
While an extensive green-house was filled with exotics of 
the rarest elegance and beauty, and marble fountains here 
and there sent up sparkling jets of water heavenward, 
that seemed, as the sun glanced upon the crystal drops, 
like sprays of rarest diamonds. 
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Here then, surrounded by all the luxuries that wealth 
could gather, resided Henry Moulton, his wife, and little 
■, and with them, his wife's mother, Mrs, Vinton, 
Y widow about fifty years of age, found a homa 

Mr. Moulton waS a most eseellent peison ; pious, affii- 
ble, and highly intelligent, besides being exceedingly be- 
nevolent; consequently he was greatly esteemed by the 
villagers and persons among whom he was assopiated. 
It would seem that such an abode, where wealth and 
excellence were so closely combined, might be exempt 
from the troubles of life — ^but not so. Death, that re- 
morseless foe of mankind, entered those walls, and the 
wife and mother was summoned to pass that "bourne 
from which no traveller returna" Sad indeed, was that 
loving, but broken circle now, and desolat-e seemed the 
apartments that had before resounded with mirthful tones 
and happy laughter. Feeling deeply the shadows that 
had fallen arotmd the hearts of his loved ones, Mr, 
Moulton closed his house and sailed for Europe, hop- 
ing by travel to restore calmness to his wotmded affec- 
tions. Little Marion he placed in a Parisian school, 
celebrated for superiority After a few months' pilgrimage 
around the most celebrated points of interest, and with 
Mrs. Vinton to take the charge of his home, he again 
ooramenced housekeeping, but this time, in a foreign 
land. Marion, a vei^ interesting child, of quick percep- 
tions, remarkably affectionate disposition, and withal 
very fond of study, improved rapdly, and seemed to 
have become quite happy and contented in her new home, 
and amid such a variety of new scenes, while Mr. Moul- 
ton applied himself to the pencil for recreation and di- 
version. No advantage that unbotmded wealth could 
procure waa denied, in order to perfect himself in an 
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art, which with him had become the master passion of 
his Boul, Having a decided genius for the study, he 
made rare progress, and his paintings were admired and 
lauded, far aijd near. So absorhed did be become in 
this, to him, delightful pastime, that three years glided 
away unnoticed, and almost unheeded, when suddenly a 
new affliction aronsed his slumbering energies, and spread 
another pall of sorrow over his home. Mrs. Vinton, while 
in the daily performance of her duties, without a warn- 
ing, suddenly dropped upon the fioor a corpse, caused 
by unsuspected heart-diseas& Poor Marion, who was de- 
votedly attached to her fond grandmother, became almost 
beside herself with grief at this sudden calamity, and, 
much to the concern of her fether, sant under the vio- 
lence of her sorrow. Immediately following the advice 
of skillful physicians, Mr. Moulton withdrew her fi-om 
the institution where she had made such rapid progress, 
and with her for a companion left his late residence, and 
started to make an extended tour throughout Europe. 
' So nine months flew by, amid changing scenes, and 
varying landscapes, and then the thoughts of both seemed 
to centre upon their native land, and once loved home. 
After three mouths of artistical improvement in Italy, 
under the first masters that could be found in that clas- 
sical land, Mr. Moulton embarked for his distant home, 
and after a safe passage, once more entered the village 
from which he had so long absented himself, and re- 
ceived with pleasure the warm welcome that there met 
him' on all sides, from former dear companions. Among 
those he met with the most unaffected joy, was Mr. 
Brown. This excellent man had ever been to Hm a 
disinterested and warm friend, whiie Bessie, a child of 
thirteen years when he left, had been an special favorite, 
not only with himself, but with his departed wife, while 
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their little ^1 had always seemed to place her next to 
her parents, in her affectionate love. 

He was greatly surprised, then, when, upon calling at 
Cedar Lawn, Bessie made her appearance a youi^ lady, 
where he had expected, strangely enough, to meet a 
child. It served to remind him of the rapid flight of 
time, and caused him to think how old he mnst appear 
in her sight. He was exceedingly pleased with the 
warmth of her greeting, and the sprightly cheerfulness 
and animation of her conversation and countenance. 

" What ■ a perfect sunbeam that sweet golden-haired 
girl is, in Mr. Brown's home !" 'thought he, as he drove 
homewaEd " It is no wonder he never thinks of a second 
marriage, when her glad young face smiles bo lovii^ly 
upon him." 

A sigh followed this thought, and for some moments 
the two rode on in silence ; then Marion remarked, as she 
raised her dark eyes to his, 

" Papa, I think Miss Bessie one of the sweetest young 
ladies I ever met, don't you?" 

A startled expression floated over the fether's fece as 
he replied, laughingly, 

" iteally, Marion, I hardly dare go to quite that length 
in expressing myself bat certainly, I found Miss Bessie 
a very delightful companion, and I have no doubt but 
that the time passed every morning in her society will 
be very profitable, as well as agreeable to yon." 

"Tes, indeed, papa. I long for Monday to come." 
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CHAPTER XLL 

THE STUDIO. 

" Thonght, BtreBgtti naH energy are tried 
Upon tb^ oar of msnlj etrite ; 

Tha bark ol Lore, and makB it gUde 
iQ safety donn the Stream Of llfo.'' 

gJlifi tttudio was inaeed.a quietly beautilul room, 

t and when Bessie and Marion entered it the 

' following Monday, Mr. Moulton smiled aa this 

lught presented itself: 

" Ah, friend Brown, I shall by this means ohtain the 

glory of thy sunbeam, to cheer my lonely home for some 

hours each passing day. Surely it is a good thing to have 

even borrowed sunlight a little while I" 

So Mr. Moulton gladly welcomed his young iWend, 
and as he gave them their first lesson in mixing paints, 
thus preparing for farther progress, ho watched her 
sparkling looks, and pleased expression, with unbounded 
delight. 

Bessie felt timid upon her first introduction to the 
Stndio. A slight tremor passsed over her as she thought 
■how simple and ignorant she, must seem, before so finished 
an artist and scholar ; but the kind cordiality of his 
manner, the gentle interest that beamed upon his hand- 
some £ice, soon dispelled all nervous fears, and placed her 
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Mr. Moulton was truly a fine specimen of manly beauty 
and worth. He was fully forty years of age, and his dark 
chestaut hair was quite sprinkled with grey, while his 
aruple beard also bad silvery lines plentifully mingled 
with the original color. His eyes, however, still retained 
the- fine expression of yonth, while his teeth were remark- 
ably even, firm and white. Hia form was noble and 
commanding, his smile winning and attractive, and Bes- 
sie thought she had seldom seen a more p^eet gentle- 
man. 

" You see Miss Bessie," said the kind man, " there is 
much to be' learned before we can commence using the 
brush ; tbe skillful blending and mixing of paint, is a 
great aiid important , part of an artist's work, Not an 
attractive feature, but necessary and useful." 

" So in the employments of every-day life, Mr. Moul- 
ton," returned Bessie, reflectively, " we find unattractive 
duties necessary, and by no means to be despised, or dis- 
pensed with." 

"Just so," replied Mr. Moulton, "but how apt a per- 
son is to neglect those homely duties and pass on to the 
pleasing and delightful." 

" Papa," interposed Marion, " if the useful and plain 
parts of the duties of life were ever neglected, the, beau- 
tiful would become few and marred, would they not 7" 

" Certainly, my child, for in many instances there is often 
so close a connection between the two, that both would be 
injured, were either neglected. How many of our beauti- 
ful flowers think you would come to maturity and perfec- 
tion without the daily and tedious labor bestowed upon them 
by the gardener,, of pre^jning the earth around them, plant- 
ing, trimming aiid watering?" 
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" Not manT, papa, &ut i had never betbre given it a 
-thoiaglit." 

" Then again, how many of our beautiful garments would 
be gathered around ua, for our comfort and pleasure, with- 
out the laborious process having first been accomplished, of 
spinning, weaving, cutting and construction ?" 

" Yeiy few, I know," replied the little girL 

" Then, without the cutting of stones, and the making of 
bricks, mixing of mortar, with all the other ugly, yet abso- 
lutely necessary employments of the different laboring 
classes, we should be without handsome houses, and gay- 
parlors, and bedrooms, in which to dwelL" 

"Thu3 then, Marion," demurely interposed Beasie, "after 
all the ugly part of paint mixing and learning are accom- 
plished, we may expect so see a magnificent' landscape, or 
perfect picture of some bright object, as the r^ult of our ■ 
well deserved labor." 

"Exactlyl I see you are as quick at jumping to conclu- 
sions, as" you are expeditious in learning how to mis 
paints I" laughingly returned Mr. Moulton. 

So the two girls and their instructor chatted and worked 
on, quite delighted with their efibrte and advancement 
in this, their first meeting in the Studio. The two hours 
thus passed away rapidly, and when the time came for 
Bessie to return home, it was with the br%ht prospect of 
another lesson on the morrow to encourage her heart 

" Well, dai:^hter," said Mr. Brown, as the sweet girl had 
stolen softly behind him, and placing her white hand over 
his eyes, had planted a loving kiss upon his lips, " how 
cornea c*i the painting?" 

" Nicely, papa ; I enjoyed the, two hours in the Studio 
vastly. Mr. Moulton is not at all stiff nor stem, but is one 
of those who understand making persons feel comfortable, 
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and upon good terms with themselves and those aroand 
them immediately. It is a rare facultyj not practised by 
half the inhabitants of this world." 

" I am glad you were pleased, darling," returned Mr. 
Brown, affectionately patting her rosy cheek. 

The nest day again found Mr. Mottlton in the Studio, 
with hia pnpila beside him, and again the good man 
congratulated himself upon his borrowed sun- 
I leaned over an easel and took a first 
1 in the use of the penc^ He watched her varied color 
with delight, her beaming blue eyes as they now and then 
were turned to his, while receiving a direction, her golden 
hair that seemed to shed such a glory around her, and as 
her soft white hand often came in contact with his, he felt 
a new and unlooked for interest in his pupil. 

So the days sped on ! so sweet Bessie Brown brought 
cheerfulness and joy into that house, that otherwise would 
have been sad and gloomy, so, daily the interest of Mr. 
Moulton in the young girl deepened nnperceived, while 
she as unconsciously thought of hun, as a superior and 
exceedingly attractive man. 

Ah 1 beware, Mr. Moulton 1 Beware, Bessie Brown I 
There is danger lurking near I Heard you ever of the 
little god Cupid, with his bow and arrows, hiding in un- 
suspected places,, and shooting random shots at unguarded 
heart-citadels ? 

Beware ! The araall arch rogue may, linger around that 
easel ; may peep from beneath yon palette and brush, and 
unawares, you may be a victim. 

The painting lessons thrived vigorously the next few 
weeks. Bessie was a quick scholar, and made rapid progress 
under such an instructor, and Marion also pleased her fond 
father by her interest and application. 
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" Miss Bessie," said Mr, Moulton one day, as they buaied, 
tbemselvea with ttieir tasks, " did you ever see any of the 
paintings owned by Mr. Landon of our village, or are you 
not acquainted with him and hia family?" 

" Oh, yes 1 1 am not only well acquainted with them, but 
with the pictures to which you refer. I have spent many 
an hour in his picture gallery. Do you not tbink bis col- 
lection a fine one, Mr. Moulton ?" 

" I do, indeed ! I found several perfect gems upon those 
walls. They are a very interesting family." 

" They are to me ;" replied Bessie. " You have beard I- 
suppose the romantic story of the loss of their daughter and 
her recent restoration ?" 

" I never heard it until laat week," was the reply, 
"when your father related it to me. Yesterday, when I 
called in to see Mr. Landon, little Liza entered the room, 
and I was almost bewildered with her surpassing beauty." 

" Did you hear her sing ?" inquired Bessie, with anima- 
tion. 

" Yes ! I never heard such remarkable compass and ex- 
pression in a child I The melody of her voice is perfect^ 
and the power and harmony complete. The parents seem 
perfectly happy in their daughter, but Miss Bessie, I fear 
their joy will be a short-lived one I" 

" Why so, Mr. Moulton?" exclmmedthe startled girl ; 
" you do not think Alfonso will ever find her here ?" 

"Oh, no 1" quickly returned Mr. Moulton, "by no 
means I But she seems very flragile to me. The hardship 
she endured in that gipsy camp, have made a sad impres- 
sion upon her constitution. Miss Bessie, there is a trans- 
parency about her skin, that seems to me unnatural! tha 
white and rose are far too delicately blended." 

" You really alarm me, Mr. Moulton," exclaimed Bessie, 
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lears filling her eyes at the fears that rushed to her heart 
for her ^vorite ; " the second loss of that child would cer- 
tainly kill her mother." 

" It is an old quaint saying, my deai' girl, that ' God 
tempers the wind to tie shorn lamb.' Losing a darling 
child hy violence, might kill, hut to see her dear one gently 
fall asleep in Jesus, while it would grieve, would not 
destroy a Christiau mother. Little Liza seems fiist ripening 
for heaven-; her father told me many instances of her 
devoted child-like faith in the Saviour, of whose loving 
kindness, and suffering death for sinful men, women and 
children, she first was told by the pious gentleman who 
rescued her from her fearlul condition." 

" Oh, je& ! Cousin Paul took great delight in teUing her 
of heavenly things. He found her ignorant even of the 
existence of God." 

" You are acquainted with Mr. Eussell, I see," remarked 
her friend, 

" He has been a friend of papa's for years, and being 
often at our house, I cannot remember when I did not 
know him. Did Liza- mention him to you ?" 

"She did, and her brown eyes faii-ly danced with delight, 
while speaking of a recent visit he made them. Paul 
Russell must be a splendid man to have won bo many 
hearts," 

" He is an uncommon man. You will find him, if you 
ever chance to meet — one of God's noblemen. You would 
find deUghfc in his companionship, I wish he had staid a 
few days longer — he only left our house the day before 
you arrived." 

" Indeed 1 "Was his visit so recent ?" 

"*Yes ; it was de%htfnl to meet him again, after so 
many years' separation, but owing to some business engage- 
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ment, his stay was but three days. He will visit us again 
tliis autumn, when we hope for a longer enjoyment of his 
company." 

"I trust I shall then make his acquaintance — I have 
heard so much of him recently, I quite desire his Mend- 
ship," replied Mr. Moulton. 

The entrance of Marion, who had been called away to 
feceive a visit from a young companion, here ended the 
conversation, and the painting upon which Bessie was at 
work, made great progress during the next hour. 

As the time approached for Bessie to leave, she gathered 
up her implements, putting them carefully away, then 
placing her becoming round hat upon her golden hair, she 
bade her companions good morning, and passing down the 
winding paths, emei^ed upon the street, and thoughtfully 
turned her steps homeward. 

She was obliged to pass Mr. Landon's on the route, and 
as she did so, the words of Mr. Moulton came vividly to 
remembrance. 

" Alas 1 what a dreadful sorrow seems to hang over that 
poor mother I God grant that the fears expressed by Mr. 
Moulton may be gronudlesa 1" 

As she passed on with these thoughts in her mind, a man 
Etroae suddenly from the ground, where he seemed to have 
- been sitting or lying, — near, but not in sight of the garden 
gate, and without heeding her presence, stretched himself 
up to look over the row of hedge that surrounded the 
grounda He was a desperate looking villain, and a 
malicious expression lurked around his mouth, as Bessie 
had a full view of his countenance. She shuddered as she 
saw the wretch, her first thought being of the descriptions 
she had often heard givenby Liza, of the gipsy Alfonso, 

" What can that dreadful looking creature want, peering 
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house 1" 

Suddenly a sweet song burst upon the ear, and little 
Liaa waa seen singing in an open window, upon the second 
story. 

The man erouebed down again, out of sight, as the 
words floated upon the morning air, but not before Bessie 
^ had a view of a triumphant leer that spread over hia fea- 
tures. Picking up a small parcel containing old umbi-ellaB 
and a case of tinker's tools, the man passed up the road 
when he saw that he was observed, and Eeaaie also re- 
sumed her usual rapid walking gait But the face of that 
man, hia fiendish expression, and strange, peering ways, 
haunted her thoughts all the remaining portion of the 
day, and indeed far into the nighi 

Her father listened to her account of the strange indi- 
vidual she had. encountered, listlessly, and told her proba- 
bly it was some itinerant tinker, watching for an employer, 
while Mr. Moulton, when told the next day, listened with 
interest, and said' " a watch should be set about the village," 
but added, " Eeally, Miss Bessie, I think it impossible to 
have been Alfonso, as the ocean rolls between this, and 
that gipsy camp. How conld he have tracked the little 
one so fer ?" 

" It does seem improbable, I confess," returned Bessie, 
" but the movements of that mysterious tribe are ever 
strange and uncertain. I cannot help trembling with an 
unknown fear whenever I think of that hideous person." 

'' Strive to banish him from remembrance, then, dear 
Mi^ Bessie," returned the gentleman, giving her a tender 
and impassioned look, that called ablush to the bright face, 
and made the bJue eyes fall in evident confusion. "It 
would sadden my heart to see you unhappy ; promise me 
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you will not brood over it, nor borrow any trouble on bia 
account Anxiety arill be a poor companion for ligbt 
hearted Bessie Brown." 

There was a tenderness in the tones, that caused a thrill 
of pleasure to enter the bosom of our gentle friend, and 
with a happy smile she gave the wiahed-for promise, and 
once more apphed herself to the occupation of which she 
was so enthusiastically fond. 

Her walk home that morning was unattended with inci- 
dent ; no strange man startled her by his appearance, and 
with the tender glance of Mr, Moulton still distinct within 
her memory, she tripped on, unchecked by a doubt, a fear, 
or an untoward circumstanca 
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THE MIStWDEBSTANDING. 

'^ Oar cross im& tcial do Imt prflss, 
llie heavier toe our bittemeBU." 

SHE nest morning arose bright and beaatiftil 1 
1 Nota cloud obscured the horizon, not a shadow 
fall upon the glad heart of Bessiet 
s she wended her way to the stately residence, 
where so many hours had passed pleasantly, and where she 
knew a, warm welcorne would surely await her. She 
Hmiled Tineonsciously, as she walked along ; the very breath 
of the morning air, as it played around her cheek, seemed 
joyfiil to her spirit, and the ripphng of a tiny waterbrook, 
which she pa^ed hefore she came to the village, t<^ether 
with the chorus of voices that burst from the feathered 
race, as they flitted among the treeboughs, seemed to fill 
her with unwonted joy. It was the last of September, 
and the air was soft and balmy, and was laden with the 
sweet perfume of monthly roses, mignonette, bui^mot, 
and other flowers, from the still gay gardens in the village, 
while tiny wild flowers and heautifiil grasses peeped fioa 
beneath her feet, when she glided over an uncultivated 
spot 

She seemed to live in a new atmosphere lately; her 
heart was all glowing with a sweet delight, and her ephit 
seemed to awaken anew to the love of her great Redeemer, 
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and Heavenly Father. Slie knew not what had caused 
the light heartednesa ttat was hers ; she did not pause to 
analyze tte feeling; but her soul rejoiced in perfect peace, 
and she was indeed happy. 

Sweet Bessie Brown, hadlove — man gicau iduudi ui mc 
human heart — anything to do with this quiet joy? Had 
the memory of one tender glance &om certain eyes she had 
dreamed of, aught to whisper to her girlish heart of hope, 
or future happiness? 

She had not thonght of these questions ; the feeling, ij 
it existed, was new-born, and as yet was unconsciously fos- 
tered. So, with the secret peace softly nestling in her 
heart, she walked along nntil she approached the. residence 
of Mr. Landon. 

Suddenly she started back a step, with a thrill of terror 
in her bosom, while the color left her lips, and her eyes 
dilated with fear ; for before her, leaning against a tree 
on the opposite side of the road, yet in fall view of Mr. 
Landon'a grounds, stood the hideous individual she had 
encountered tw6 days before, near the same spot 

"Good morning, miss," said the fellow impudently, za 
she sought to pass on, while a grin swept over 'hia features ; 
" could you tell a poor man where he could find a job of 
wort, mending umbrellas, or tins, in this village, to save 
himself from starvation ?" 

" You can find employment probably further on, where 
the houses are thicker," replied Bessie, trembling as she 
epoka 

She walked directly to the gate after making this reply, 
determining in her own mind to place Mrs, Landon on her' 
guard. As she opened it to enter, the man gave her a 
fiendish look, blending both surprise and hatred, then tak- 
ing up his box of tools he hurried away. 
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Mrs. Landon waa home, and in afew words she told her 
of the auspicious character slie had twice seen hovering 
around the premises, and chained her on no account to al- 
low Liza to go oat alone. She might be fostering fears, 
she added, " but some secret dread kept whispering that it 



The mother turned deadly pale at the very mention of 
the name, and with trembling voice thanked Bessie for the 
caution, which she told her should be strictly observed. 

Tliat morning as Bessie sat in the studio, the conversa- 
tion turned upon the marriage of one of the villagers, a 
widow and Mend of both, to a gentleman living in a 
neighboring State. 

" I was extremely surprised to bear tbat Mrs. Orne Lad 
married the person she did," said Mr. Moulton, "as, be- 
fore I went abroad, I thought your Mher would seek her 
for a wife." 

" My fiither 1" exclaimed Bessie in surprise. ■ " You are 
joking." 

" No, I am not. Miss Bessie I 1, as well as others, often 
wondered if it would not be the case." 

" Mr. Moulton, I do not think my father ever thought, 
or would allow himself to think of a second marriage. His 
love for my precious mother was too holy, too deep an af- 
fection to be bghtty thrown aside." 

A shadow of the deepest pain floated over Mr. Moulton's 
brow as Bessie uttered these words. She waa bending over 
her easel, thinking only of her work, therefore did not 
notice the effect they had produced upon her companion, 
for some time ; then, when hia gravity became apparent, she 
had entirely forgotten them. 

" I wonder why Mr. Moulton appeared so different to- 
day," thought she, as she left the house. "I never saw 
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liim ao sad and thouglitfaL Can it be that lie baa heard 
any distressing news ? -He certainly was very depressed 
in spirits for some caiisa" 

Bessie was right ; Mr. Moulton was depressed in spirits. 
The. remark she had made about the second marriage of 
her fether, seemed a knell to the fond hopes he had nncon- 
Bciously nourished from the day his borrowed sunbeam had 
entered his studio as a pupil. He thought in that remark 
he could read a decided opposition to second marriages ; he 
fancied that she had taken that quiet mode of informing 
him of this, her opinioDj and his heart sank within him at 
the bare idea 1 He leaned his head upon his hand after 
the girls had left him, and sadly pondered his forlorn con- 
ditioDi He found that he loved devotedly 1 He had not 
acknowledged it before, but now the feet was too palp&ble 
to be mistaken. He loved, — and he felt after that remark, 
that Ms love was hopeless ! Bessie probably regarded him 
as^a good feend, old, and wedded very properly to the 
memory of his wife. She looked upon his second marriage 
with the same eyes that she regarded the marriage of her 
father, as a wrong and sacrilegious proceeding ; then she 
could not of course, love him, and he saw that he had been 
y a young girl of eighteen could love a 



Yet the blow was a severe one, hia love was too deep, not 
to feel keenly the sentimenfa a few hours had revealed to 
him. 

He strove to cast off the anguish that held hisheartwith 
an iron elasp, to arouse himself from the wretchedness that 
enveloped him, to no purpose ; the hopelessness of hia love 
was ever presenting itself, and Bessie aeemed floating off, 
fer fivDm his reach, whenever he sought to think of her 
gentlenesa and youth. 
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" Ob, Eesaie ! sweet golden-haired Bessie, this has been a 
bitter blow to me I How can I give you up in all your 
innocence and purity, my love, my darling ?" 

The strong man seemed all unnerved by the violence of 
his emotion ; his frame trembled, and his eyes wore a sad 
and wretched expression, quite foreign to their usual spark- 
ling intelligenca Suddenly he arose, and pacing the floor, 
exclaimed, 

"But why do I thus despair? Did a &int heart, ever 
yet win a feir lady? Perhaps time may change her 
opinion ; perhaps devotion may yet inspire love ! I will 
not give up thus hopelessly, but will strive yet to win her 
affections, God grant that I may succeed, for iadure would 
bring bitterness indeed. Life without that sunbeam to 
smile upon my path would be cheerless, desolate, and sad." 

Still, with the determined resolution of once more seek- 
ing to win her love, he could not shake off the foreboding 
that had spread such a depression over his spirit, and his 
coulitenance day after day continued grave and sad, while 
Bessie noted the change, and silently wondered as to its 
causa While pondering over the gravity of her teacher, 
Bessie was led to examine her own heart more closely, and 
with the scrutiny came the knowledge of the true state of 
her affections. The tender soheitude of Mr. Monlton's 
manner towards her, led her to feel that the sentiment was 
reciprocated, ^though his strange reserve and melancholy 
was unaccountable. 

"Why has this thing been allowed?" questioned she of 
her own heart, within the sohtude of her chamber. 
" Why have I permitted .myself to love a man so much my 
senior ? ' Am I right in thus fostering the feeling — and 
were he to seek my hand, would it be weU for me to ac- 
cept him ? Would that I had some suitable adviser I 
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Woiild tliat dear Mrs. Douglass were only here, with her 
good judgment, and eseeUent principle I wiil write to 
her, claiming the visit slie promised me long ago. I wilt 
tell her that I need counsel upon an important subject ; 
then she cannot refase to pass a few weeks at Cedar Lawn 
I know I shall feel calmed by ber presence and ad- 

Affcer asking permission fi-om ber father, to solicit a 
visit from her much loved friend, which was immediately- 
granted, Bessie dasbed off a few lines, and then eagerly 
waited a reply. 

It came in a few days, and to her great joy the invita- 
tion was accepted, the second day of October being ap- 
pointed for ber arrival. 
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CONFIDEITTIAL TALK. 
!t delli»te, the most eenidble at M pleasure, cousleta la promoliiig Uie 

S ESSIE counted the days before the presence of 
mnch loved ffiend should give her joy, 
ihe hailed ita near approach 
" Dear Mrs. Doioglass, how I long to press her 
loving Hps once more, and to meet the affectionate glances 
of those splendid hazel eyes I" thought she. " What a 
strange thought will come into my mind since the recep- 
tion of her letter. Suppose papa should fancy her, and 
ask her to he his wife I Mr. Moulton spoke several weeks 
since, of his second marriage. If he only would marry 
her, I think I would he quite contented, although she is 
much too young for him, and besides, I doubt if she will 
ever wed again, . Yet she certainly has changed somewhat 
since I first met her ; then, she never left the seclusion of 
her room, save to attend church, or on some errand of 
pure benevolence ; now she visits her friends in a quiet way, 
and seems more cheerful, it is said, since her return fi-om 
Europe. I think if such a marriage could be brought 
about, it would be an excellent thing for dear papa, and 
indeed for me also, she is so beautiful and good." 

Wednesday was ushered in with a gush of sunshine, 
while the very bird^ seemed to sing a song of welcome 
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i her &iend with open arma and wild es- 
f delight, while Mr, Brown rejoiced in the bap- 
pinesa of his ■child, and strove to entertain his, &ir guest 
to the best of his ability, 

Eebecca was much pleased in thus meeting again her fa- 
vorite, as she had not seen her since her return from Eu- 
rope, some weeks before, and so much had she to relate, 
that it was time to retire, before either realized that the 
evening had passed away. 

The next morning found our young IrieDd and her guest 
seated in Bessie's pleasant room, engaged in an earnest 
conversation. The accustomed visit to the studio was to 
be omitted during the period that Mrs. Douglass remained, 
in order that Bessie might devote her whole morning 
and indeed her whole time, to the entertainment of her 
ftiend. 

This morning they were occupied with their needlework, 
while at the same time their tongues were working as busi- 
ly as though their hands were not thua actively engaged. 

"You wrote me, my deargirl, that you needed advice 
upeai a very important subject ; vrill it not be a good op- 
portunity now, when we are alone, to discuss the matter, 
and settle the difficulty that seems to be youra?" 

" It will, Mrs, Douglass ; but now that I have you here, 
I am quite at a loss how to inform you of my feelings I" 
returned the young girl, a burning blush diffusing her 
cheeks, and deepening even around her grace&i throat. 

"That blush tells the story for you, darhpg!" said the 
^observing lady ; " if I mistake not it is some heart history 
that is to be communicated. Do not fear to tell me, Bes- 
sie, you know it is woman's lot to love?" 

" Yes 1 Mrs. Doi^lass, you are right ; it is of the affec- 
tions I would speak, aa I greatly need the counsel of some 
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womanly experience. You know I have no mother's 
bosom to confide in ? No mother's lips to apeak to me 
a word of advice and sympathy." 

" My poor child," returned Eebeeea, kindly, " you miist 
indeed misa that loving guidance 1 If I can assist you in 
any way, I assure you I will cheerfully do so; therefore, 
keep back nothing, for of courae your confidence shall 
be held perfectly sacred." 

After a slight pause, during wbich the crimson spot 
npon Bessie's cheek grew brighter and brighter, she spoke 
again these timid words : 

" Then, Mrs. Douglass, tell me what you think would be 
the consequences of a reciprocated affection being in- 
dulged, between a young girl of e^hteen, and a gentleman 
of forty ?" 

" In aome cases, as with a diversity of aentiment, a want 
of congeniality, a cold disposition on one side, and warm 
enthusiasm on the other, I should judge it must be most 
disastrous," was the reply- 

" But with a different state of disposition, with congeni- 
ality, and love, do you think a marriage under such cir- 
cumstances would result in happiness ?" 

" Stjy ! let us understand each other more faliy, For 
instance, let a wa.nn hearted, affectionate, pure minded ^1, 
like yourself, become attached to a gentleman of similar 
warm-heartedness, one most congenial in tastes and dispo- 
sition, you ask whether a marriage with this ^«at disparity 
of years between them would naturally bring happiness ? 
Is lihat it, darling ?" 

" It is I" was the timid response. 

" My answer is, then, Bessie, that I do not see why it 
could not Of course it would be fiir better to have 
love inspired where the ages are more suitable ; but in case 
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'the a£FectioD8 of both are fully enlisted — miad, I say l]ie 
affections, not the worfdlineps of both, or either, but the 
pure deep atfections of the heart are eneaaed, surely hap- 
piness must, and will follow." 

" The worldliness, dear Mrs, Douglas ; what do you 
mean by that ?" inquired Bessie, thoughtfully. 

" I mean the fr^uent marriages for position or wealth, 
so common among young people in the present ^;e." A 
sigh followed these words of Sebecea's, lor a picture glided 
before her of a worldly marriage and a thoughtless bride, 
where her husband's heart was the sacrifice laid upon the 
altar, and her home had been laid waste under the blighting 
breath of her own folly. 

Another pause followed, during which both ladies 
seemed to be plunged in deep reflection. 

" A close examination of your own heart is requisite, my 
dear Bessie," continued Eebecca, at length breaking the 
silence, " in order to ascertain clearly, in your case, whether 
mercenary motives have aught to do with the preference you 
may feel for your friend. I know not what person baa 
lately entered the thoughts of Bessie Brown — whether he be 
rich or poor; but I implore her, as she values her future 
happiness, to weigh the matter well, to be certain that a 
mutual love exists, and to be equally sure of congeniality 
of thought and disposition, before any vows of a binding 
nature take place." 

"Thank you, dear Mrs. Douglass, for your kind advice; I 
shall certainly follow it. Nothing may ever result from 
the attachment I feel for the person to whom I refer, but I 
can assure you solemnly, no thought of worldhness has 
ever been mine during the acquaintance, nor has one long- 
ing wish for the wealth he certainly docs possess, ever once 
inliuenced my heart. No I were he a poor man, earning 
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his bread by his daily labor, I eliould still prefer him to all 
others, stiU regard him as the most excellent of men." 

"With such devotion then, Bessie, I should not hesitate 
one moment to accept hia ofFer of marriage, if the afEair 
ever comes to such a point," 

Here the subject of conversation was changed, other mat- 
ters coming up for discussion — scenes that had happened in 
the hves of each since they had last met, being related 
with animation and interest. 

"Oh, Bessie," said Mrs, Douglass after a while, "how 
are the Landon family? Dear little Liza I suppose you see 
often !" 

" Yes, and each time I converse with her, I find her 
growing more and more interesting. But Mrs. Douglass, I 
must tell you of a dreadful ei-eature in the form of a man 
who has been prowling round our village, especially around 
Mr. Landon's premises, within the last few days, and who 
ever fills me with untold dread," 

""Who is he, darling?" asked Mrs. Douglass with sur- 
prise. 

" No one seems to know. His occupation seems to be 
that of an umbrella-mender, but his movements to me 
seem very suspicious. The thought constantly presents 
itself; that it must be Alfonso. Do you think such a thing 
could be possible?" 

" Hardly, I imagine. How could he have traced her 
across the Atlantic ? Have you seen him very lately ?" 

"No, not since I one morning entered -the house, and in 
formed Mra. Landon of his presence ; that is now about ten 
days since. As he saw me enter the gate, he seemed sur- 
prised, then giving me a look of bitter hatred, he gathered 
up his bos of working implements from the ground, and 
hurried away." 
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" It may be that tie has left the place, and perhaps it was 
Bome Btraggling vagabond, who will never return." 

" I sincerely hope so ! But you must see the family 
Boon. They will call on you probably to-day, then you 
can take an early opportunity to return the visit." 

The Landons, with little Liza, did call upon Mrs. 
Douglass that morning, and after a long and pleasant cKat, 
they obtained a promise that they should within a day or 
so receive her at their home, and have the privilege of en- 
tertaining herself and Bessie an entire day. 
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CHAPTER SIJV. 

ANOTHER FEIGHT, 
"The way to bemea is bj Woeping Cross." 

CT the time appointed, Bessie and Mra. Doaglass 
iarly presented themaelves at Mr. London's, 
I where a warm reception met them, and where 
■ joy and peace seemed to fiU the bosom of each 
member of the family. 

Bessie could not but contrast the playfulness and anima- 
tion of Mrs, Landon with her former appearance on a day 
she well remembered to have passed with Minnie, now 
Mrs. Charles Percy, iu those same apartments. 

Both Mr, and Mrs. Landon expressed, several times, the 
wish that Charley and Minnie wereonly present to comnlete 
the group, and to add to their pleasure. 

"You left them well, I presume, Mrs. Douglass?" in- 
quired Mrs. Landon. 

" Quite so : bnt both are exceedingly taken up with the 
preparations for housekeeping which they are making. 
Charles intends purchasing a place near the city, yet in some 
quiet village, where he can enjoy the pleasures of rural 
life at the same time that he transacts his business in the 
great emporium of trade. If, for instance, be is so fortunate 
as to secure a suitable place in Connecticut or New Jersey, 
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convenient to the railroad, a few hours will land hira at 
his store, while the pure air will revive him upon his 
arrival home in the evening." 

"Do you think Minnie will like so quiet a life, after 
having been brought up amid so much gaiety?" asked 
Mrs. Landon. 

" Minnie ia greatly changed since her return from Europe, 
and our nan-ow escape from death upon the ocean. She 
is not the wild and thoughtless girl of former days, but the 
gentle loving, Christian woman," returned Eebecca. 

" I am delighted to hear it, I assure you, dear Mrs. 
Douglass. Religion is surely a iiecesaary requisite to tihe 
formation of a happy fu'eside. My brother also I believe 
rejoices in the glorious hope of salvation," said Mrs, Landon. 

" He does indeed. They are perfectly united in affec- 
tion and reHgioT^ principles. Theirs will prove, I confi- 
dently trust, a truly happy marriage. But Bessie, do 
you remember the comical negro my brother had in his 
employ during your visit to New York?" 

'* Oh, yea ! who could forget Sambo Johnson, with hia 
aristocratic airs and genuine darkey talk?" ^'eplied Bessie. 

" Then if you recollect him so well, I wiU tell you what 
happened one morning last week. Mrs. Morton and my- 
self were busily sewii^ in the family sitting-room, when 
Sambo made hia appearance, and after innumerable bows 
and flourishes, said, 

" ' Missis, sorry to 'sturb you, but I hab a perquest I 
would like to spread afore your sideration.' 

" ' What is that Sambo ? "What can I do for you this 
morning ?' returned Mrs. Morton, kindly. 

" ' Well now, you obsarve. Missis, that I lubs good Mai'sa 
and you, to 'straction ; but pears like I can't stand dat 
Pomp, and all dem debilish niters down in dat kitchen 
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no how you can fix it, and I don't blieve dere is a spec- 
tibul collured pusaon in dis yere confiaticated world, what 
can. Now Missis, dems my sentiments, privately ex- 
pre^ed, yon Imow. Well aa I was about to obsarve, dat 
young Marae Percy berry nice individual, and Missis 
Percy, she perticular splendid in my pinion, and I tinks I 
Imos a ting or two bout dem kind of tings, and now what 
I'se gwine.for to say, was, if yon has no special 'jections I 
would Inb to change Marsas. Not dat I'se got prejudiced 
aginMarse Morton, tank de Lord, taint dat; but the fact 
is, I specially fond ob dat chile Miss Minnie, and I jist 
want.to take good care of her, long as de bref ob hfe Jasts, 
and when we all goes to de land ob Canaan, I jist wants to 
be sartin dat all obstructions am litted out ob her way. 
Dat's de pint ob de hul bizness. Missis, it am a feet now, 
true's my name's Sambo Johnson, at your particular ser- 
vice.' 

"' Well, but Sambo, how will you clear away obstructiona 
from Mrs. Percy's path to heaven?' I asked, quite bent 
upon hearing him explain himself. 

" 'Laws a massy ! Missis, it's mighty easy fur dem dat 
knows how, to accomplish dat matter, I assure you. Now 
when I gets up yonder, de door keeper hell say, ' Who's 
dar? and de obstructions will be, dat de mighty doors be 
all shut agin dark folks, so I'U hide behind missis, and say 
softly, like as if 'twas her own blessed mouf speaking, 'It 
am Missis Percy,' so de obstruction fly open in one flash, 
and we both rush rite in, shoutin. Hallelujah, Amen ! 
Tanks be to God, Amen !' 

"'Well, Sambo, I will speak to Mr. Morton and Mr. Percy 
about the change you desire, and wiU let you know their 
decision,' returned my sister-in-law, much to the joy of the 
humble petitioner. 
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" Charley and Minnie were deHglited with the proposal, for 
Sambo is a Mthful and excellent servant,' therefore he was 
duly informed that they had consented to the plan. 

" The negro received the intelligence with a real darkey , 
laugh, and ran down stairs, two at a time, exclaiming at 
the top of his voice, 

" ' Glory grashua ! aint dis yere chile a lucky dog dia 
day ? Bresa de Lord ! Spect now to get to hebbin mighty 
quick, as it's all a strait road dar now, wid no debilish 
niggera to pull back one's coat tails wid dere nonsensical 
talk. GoUy ! aint Samho made up now ? Ki ! yi I'" 

Bessie and Mra Landon laughed heartily at this relation 
of the peculiarities of Sambo, and after a little more con- 
versation, all repaired to the dining-room, at a summons 
from the dinner-bell, where they did ample justice to a de- 
licious, and well gotten up repast. 

Aft^ dinner while Mrs. Landon attended to a person, 
who called, upon some little business matter, Mra. Douglass 
and Bessie accompanied Liza into the garden, and green- 
house, where they were delighted with the beantiful display 
of autumnal flowers, there growing in the greatest perfec- 
tion. 

"Mrs. Douglass, there is a charming echo behind the 
green-house that usually delights strangers ; would you 
not like to listen to it ?" asked Liza, as the ladies turned to 
leave the garden. 

" Yes, very much !" returned Rebecca. " Bessie spoke 
of it the other day, as being remarkably fine." 

Turning into one of the winding paths, the ladies foUowed 
the interesting child to the place designated, and were in- 
deed delighted with the distinct and beautiful sounds that 
reverberated here and there, at but the raising of the voice. 

" Sing that lovely Echo Song of Jenny Lii^d's, now dar- 
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ling. Its wild notes echoing around, are so thrillingly 
grand," said Bessie, passing her pm foadly around the little 
one as she spoke, thus affectionately encoura^ng the gifted 
child of song. 

Standing in a certain position, -where her voice would be 
sure to catch the Echo, Liza conunenced singing, and as 
the words left her lips, the Echo repeated them,, now hercj 
now there, with an effect remarkably beauti&iL 

"Birdlii^l why sii^ in the forest wide? Saywhy? Saywhj? 
Cftll'd iiou tba BridBgroom, or ttie Bride ? And why ? And wiiy ? 
I call no Bridegroom, call noBriilei 
Although I sing itt forest wide, 
Nor know, nor know, not know why I am singing 

Nor know why I am singing. 

"BirdlingI wlijia thy heart bo blest? Ohsay? Ohsay? 
Music o'erQowing £\>m tliy breast? Ok say? Ok say? 
My heart Is fall and yet is light, 
Mykeart Is glad in day or n^ht, 
Nor know, nor know, nor know I why I'm Bingiug, 
La— la— la — la— la— la — la— la, 
Hor know I why I'm sli^u^. 

"Birdlii^l why Bingyoufdltheday? Oh tell! Oh (ell I 
Do any listen to thy lay ? Oh tell! Ohtelll 
I care not what my soi^ may he, 
Now this, now that. I warble free, 
Nor know, nor know, nor know, yet mnst be sii^ii^. 

Nor know yet must be singing." 

" Charming ! exquisite 1" exclaimed Eebecca, catching 
the little minstrel in her arms from pure delight, and kiss- 
ing, over and again, the Hpa from which such melody had 
just issued. "Dear little girl, please sing again the last 
verse, it is so wildly sweet" 

Once more, for the gratification of the enthusiastic lady, 
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did Liza sing, prolonging the notes where the Echo an- 
swered so distinctly, until her hearers fairly trembled with 
delight. 

" Ha"! ha ! ha !" uttered a voice at their side, just as the 
last Hnea were dying away, which filled the ladies with the 
utmost alaniL 

Eaiaing her eyes to the he%e near which they stood, 
Rebecca caught sight of the fiendish iace of a man, just as' 
it disappeared behind the green. 

" ph take me home ! Please take me home to mamma I" 
whispered the frightened child, as, pale and faint, she 
clung to the dress of Mrs. Douglass. 

Passing her arm around her, the lady, with Bessie's assis- 
tance, half carried, half supported, the drooping form 
towards the house. Not a word was spoken until within 
its welcome shelter, they placed their now unconscious bur- 
den upon a sofa, and tenderly sought to revive her, 

"Has he gone? Tell me quick, dear Bessie, has he 
gone?" exclaimed she, when the power of articulation re- 
tiuned, while she clung, as she spoke, to her frightened 
mother, terror filling her beautiful brown eyes, and eaxisiug 
her whole frame to tremble. 

" Wbo, darling ? What frightened my lily-bud so dread- 
fully ?" asked Mrs. Landon. 

" Oh mamma, it was Alfonso ! I heard him laugh, and 
then I saw his dreadful eyes staring over the hedge. He 
has found ™e now, mamma 1 He wiU get me again I 
know ! Oh mamma, mamma, what shall I do ? where 
shaU I go, for Alfonso has found me ?" 

"Do not be so terrified, dear child; Alfonso shall not 
harm you ! Papa will have the country searched, and he 
shall be placed where he can do no harm. Fear not, my 
lily-bud, my darling !" 
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It was long before the little one could be calmed, so 
perfectly paralyzed had she become with fear, and when 
finally she did lie quiet in her mother's arms, a sadden 
closing of a door would cause her to start, while aoy 
quiet or uuusual sound would dilate her eyes with ex- 
trfemest terror and alarm. 

Mrs. Douglass and Bessie remained with the poor ner- 
vous mother and child, until Mr. Landon returned from a 
drive he had been obliged to tate after dinner was over, 
in order to transact a matter of business that needed im- 
mediate attention. They also lingered until he had entered 
a complaint with the authorities of the place, and had 
thus set in motion a diligent search for the villain who had 
so disturbed the comfort of his family. It would have 
been a rehef to all the villagers could be have been caught, 
as Liza, with her remarkable talents, and extraordinary 
beauty, had become the darling of the place; but, notwith- 
standing the most faithful search had been made , in every 
portion of the town, as well as in the country around, no 
clue to the strange man could be found, and althot^h ten 
days elapsed during which the watch was continued, no 
trace of him could be discovered, and they were obliged 
to give the matter up at last, aU seeming to arrive at one 
conclusion, that the creature, becoming alarmed at his own 
imprudence in thus discovering himself to Liza, had pre- 
cipitately fled. 

For some time the family lived in constant fear and anx- 
iety, scarcely daring to leave the house, so great a terror 
had the appearanee of the gipsy in the neighborhood sent 
through their hearts ; but as days passed on, and no further 
annoyance was experienced, the feeling gradually wore 
away, and once more, but always attended by some faith- 
ful friend, the little girl was allowed to take open air ex- 
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ercise, wliicli wasdeemed absolately necessary by the phy- 
sician, and whicli did seem to revive her drooping frame, 
although she continued exceedingly fragile, and indeed 
was anything but well. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

A EESOUE. 

"For coiuaBe oiimntetli with occasion." 

Kma John. 

WT is a bright and pleasant morning, Mrs. Doug- 
"1 Bessie, some time after the incident 
) mentioned in the last chapter, as she entered her 
' friend's apartment, arrayed for a walk — " will 
you not accompany me to the village, as I have an errand 
to do, and long for companionship?" 

" With pleasure, Bessie ; I think a walk will do me good, 
as I have a slight headache this morning." 

Eising and laying aside her embroidery, the fair widow 
was soon equipped, and the two passed out of the grounds 
into the road beyond. 

" How charming everything looks in this bright morn- 
ing sunlight, Bessie I See 1 the dew hangs still upon those 
blades of grass, sparkling Hke diamonds of, the. purest 
water. Then the trees appear so beautiful in the changing, 
many-colored hues of October, while the air is mild and 
balmy, it is really to me a most delightful season of the 
year." 

" Do yotl ever think," csniinued Eehecca after a pause, 
" how much there is to admire in the works of creation, 
how much that should serve to draw our hearts closer to 
Him who fiishioned each leaf and flower, for our benefit 
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and pleasure ? I think the true Obriatian sees more of the 
lieautifui, when, with his heart foil of thankfulness to God, 
he views each .tiny shrub, each clinging vine, and each 
tinted flower, as freah from the hand of the Almighty, 
than does the cold child of the world." 

" How true yotur remarks are, Mrs. Douglass," returned 
Bessie, " I rememher before I became a Christian I never 
saw half thS beauties that are so thickly spread upon the 
lap of nature, and the reason was, I think, because I did 
not see G-od in them alL But now, how different ! I never 
pluck a flower, and examine closely its deUcate colors, 
with the graceful shape of iia petals and its calyx, its tiny 
stamens and pistils, but I think of Hira who feahioned such 
rare peifection, and formed what no man can ever imitate. 
How strange it is that, with all these beauties, spread so 
thickly around us, bo many of the human race remain in 
ignorance of God." 

"I sometimes think it a willful ignorance," replied Re- 
becca, " and how can it be other wisethan wiUM, when 
there are on every side, so many voices in nature and 
revelation, constantly shouting the name of Jehovah? 
The blazing firmament proclaims ' God is, and ia light, 
and in Him is no darkness at alL' The stars, like lights 
in the windows of Heaven, twinkle forth, ' God the High 
and lofty One, inhabiteth eternity !' The Mountain in im- 
perial dignity stands up and declares 'Sod is on a 
throne high and lifted up.' The Cataract thunders forth, 
' God doeth wonders.' The Streamlet murmurs out, ' God 
giveth grace to the humble.' The Pines of the earth 
wave out the cry, 'God ^veth giffe to men.' The Bible 
says ' God is in Christ, reconciling the world unto Him- 
self, not imputing their trespasses .unto them.' The her- 
alds of salvation, with feet upon the mountain of honor, 
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in the house of God, stand like signal fires, dotting the 
land, warning men of good tidings of good, that ' God 
reigneth.' " 

"I believe you are right, dear Mrs. Douglass 1 It must 
be truly a wiUftil ignorance that ignores the existence of a 
great and ■wise God." 

" Your village is beautifiilly situated, Bessie," again re- 
marked Mrs. Douglass as they walked slowly aRing. " This 
view, as we approach it, is particulai'ly^and 1 See how 
tastefoUy the residences are arranged, while the thick 
growth of trees that wave over the house-tops, makes 
it almost deserve the name of Forest City. Then 
this graceM httle stream, winding here and there through 
the streets, with these rustic yet beautiful bridges, and rip- 
ling, sparkling waters, is a great iajprovement and addi- 
tion to the beauty of the place. The poet was right 
when he wrote, 

'• There's beauty bU aiooud om path, if but oxa watchful ayes, 
Can trace it mid fnniili«.r eeeiiee, and thmagh theii lowly gnlae." 

" He was indeed, but here we are at Mr. Landon's, Mrs. 
DoTiglasB ; suppose we drop in a moment, and ask. Liza to 
accompany us in our walk ? The poor child has been so 
el(«ely confined of late, I think a stnJl would be a great 
pleasure, ancPwith both of us to accompany her, fcha-e 
can be no danger, as all the vill%ers agree in the opinion 
that Alfonso ha3 left the placa" 

" Very well thought o£, dear I I should love to hear 
the prattle of the interesting and beautiful child as we 
wander -on." 

So the two kind-hearted ladies entered the pleasant, 
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peaceful home of their little favorite, and soon made 
known the object of their visit to the fond mother, and 
the delighted cluld. It did not take long for the little 
one to prepare herself, and promising to bring her back 
in a very short time, the three were soon walking along, 
enjoying every sound, and admiring every point of in- 
terest that came in their way. 

" "Wliose magnificent grounds are these ?" asked Rebecca 
of Bessie, for this was the first time she had been so &r, 
as they neared the residence of Mr. Moultoa. " Really this 
reminds me of some of the elegant palaces of Europe, with 
all these accompanying splendors of fountains, shrubbery 
and flowers 1" 

"It is the abode of Mr. Moulton, a gentleman who has 
but recently returned from abroad, and who is giving me 
lessons in painting." 

A tell-tale blush mounted to the brow of the artless girl, 
as she uttered these words, and that blush being quietly 
observed by her friend, told more than poor little Bessie 
dreamed could be possible. 

So they rambled on, Bessie's errand being long before 
accomplished, until the village lay quietly behind them, 
while a beautiful country scene was spread around. 

" Here is a charming spot in which to rest," observed 
Rebecca, "before we turn homeward. This beautiful 
coppice, with its graceful elms and oaks close by the road- 
side, its inviting shade, and yonder pleasant seat, bids us 
welcome ; then that huge rock, covered with moss and ivy, 
really is quite romantic." 

Turning into the grove the ladies sat some time refresh- 
ing thranselves under the shadows, chatting every moment 
with animation and pleasure. 

" Sing sometbing, Liza dear, while we rest ■ we both' love 
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miisic and would delight to hear your voice again," said 
Bessie. 

" Oh, yes 1 darling, sing some Uttle couplet before we re- 
turn," exclaimed Eebecca, 

" Shall I sing a little .song I learned the other day, called 
"Speak to me kindly?" asked Liza, fixing her beautiful 
brown eyes inquiringly upon the eager faces of her older 
companions. Being answered in the affirmative, the little 
girl folded her hands and edmmenoed to sing — 

SPEAK TO ME KINDLY. 

Speak to me kindly ! I never could bear 
The unfeeling word or ttie harsh angry tone I 

Kiodnraa may nin me, but harahneas may wear 
The gait on ite brow, which will jK>i3on aloae. 
Speak feme kinflly. 

Speak to me oalmly ! when breathing the tale, 
Wronght with the heart's blood and ooming to chill, 

Broken unwisely my spirit would fiiil, 
LeaTii^ the young heart all bleeding and atill. 
Calndy, speak calmly. 

Spenk to me gently t from childhood's young day 
I hare loved not the rough jest, the loud laugh of glee. 
Gently as fades the lost sunbeam away. 
Softly as leaves jill, oh, thus speak to me. 
Gently, speak gently. 

Speak to me fondly I my youi^ spirit grieves, 
For the pet names of love, and affection's low tone, 

I piae for the gladness a lovii^ word leaves. 
As miieio at night&ll is craved by the lone. 
Speak to me fondly. 

The words were exceedingly touching to Eebecca, who 
had never heard the song before, while the voice of Liza 
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I almost spiritual in its pure beauty and harmony, 
and heH both her hearers spell-bound, as the delicious 
sounds floated around. As Eebecca listened intently, her 
eyes happened to wander towards the rock' she had noticed 
upon entering the grove, and there to her horror she saw 
a man's head just rising above it, while the same looli: of 
fiendish triumph that she had seen upon a former occa- 
sion, was printed upon his horrible featurea 

Tranbling with alarm, Mra Douglass arose, and clasp- 
ing the child's hand in hers, she turned with.,a faint cry to 
leave the spot. 

Quicker than thought,, as the wretch saw the movement, 
he leaped from the rock, and with one spring gained her 
side, and wrenching Liza from her clasp, he exclaimed, 
heedless of the shrieMs that burst from both child and 
ladies: 

"Ah I fools 1 did you think I would give up my game 
so easily ? Did you think I would not yet benefit by that 
voice? Yesl by heaven, she is mine, and no power on 
earth shall drag her fiom me I" 

Dashing a furious blow at Rebecca, who had again 
seised the child, now lying perfectly unconscious in his 
arms, the gipsy shook off her clasp, 9,nd rushed away, 
bearing poor Liza's inanimate form, as easily as he would 
the merest trifle. On he went at the utmost speed, folIow;ed 
by both Eebecoa and Bessie, as fast as possible, while 
screams for help issued at every step from their, hvid lips. 

Over bush and brake of that lonely country road, ran 
pursuers and pursued ; for the grove where they had rested 
lay beyond the yfllage, and. Alfonso had started off towards 
the open country, and now seemed making for a dense 
wood that lay about quarter of a mile beyond. Nothing 
daunted, the ladies rushed after, determined not to lose 
aght of the wretch until help should come. 
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Faster and faster flew Alfonso, who now was fer ahead, 
whiie his mahgnant laugh was borne to their ears by the 
■wind, and they knew the forest would, if gained, efiectoally 
hide him &om their view. 

"Will no one come?" they ehuieked. "Helpl helpl 
wUl no one come ?" 

Hark! surely the tramp of a horse's hoofe are sounding 
in their ears. Yes 1 a horseman dashes to the spot, attract- 
ed by their screams. 

" God be praised ! she may yet be saved !" exclaimed 
Eebecca and Bessie in one breath. 

"Halt, there I atop, if you don't wish to he shotl" 
shouted Mr. Moulton, for it was he, but only the same "Ha I 
ha I" was eent back in answer, as the wretch still dashed 
on, and both ladies saw that the threat to shoot was a vain 
one, as Mr. Moiilton had no sign of a weapon upon his 
person. 

Alfonso bad, however, they soon found to their horror, 
for wheeling aroimd for one instant, he raised his 
arm, and taking dehberate aim at Mr, Moulton's head, he 
fired, while at the sight a fearful scream burst &om Bessie's 
pale and trembling lips. 

A harmless shot it proved to be ! The ball missed its 
mark, and Mr. Moulton was unhurt 

On dashed the horseman, and on went the gipsy, but 
. just as they neared the wood, where the brush was so 
thick that a horse cotdd not have followed, Alfonso 
caught his foot in some unseen impediment, and fell head- 
long to the ground, while the groan and fearful oath he 
uttered as he dropped his Ijuyden, told that he was severely 
hurt; 

Dashing to the spot and vaulting from the saddle, Mr. 
Moulton grappled with the fiend, who was vainly seeking 
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to rise, and with a powerfal grasp held him down, until 
Bebecca and Bessie came panting to the spot 

While Eebecca drew the body of the insensible child 
away from the writhing man, to a safer distance, Bessie 
rushed to the side of Mr. Moulton, exclaiming, " How can 
I assist yon ? what shall I do ?" 

" Hand me that pistol, please, that lies on the ground. 
Yes 1 all right ; I see it has one barrel yet undischarged. 
Now can you think of anything with which I can tie this 
fellow's hands ? His ankle I think is sprained, from the 
manner in which it was doubled under him, Xf I could 
tie his hands, we might stop thoe struggles 1" 

" The halter 1" exclaimed Bessia " No, that is too stiff I 
Stay ! I have it" Taking a shawl from her shoulders, she 
ruthlessly tore it in strips, then tying the. parte together, it 
formed a long, stout, cord, which answered admirably for 
the purpose^" 

" Give me the pistol now !" said Eebecca, coming to his 
side. " I can fire it off, if he resists. I will hold it to his 
head while you bind him tightly, and his life pays the 
forfeit if he stirs I I understand the process of shooting 
well, and I shall not fiinch./' 

Standing guard thus by the fallen gipsy, her beautifiil 
face foil of unshrmking determination, her eyes fixed 
firmly upon his, the noble woman, kept the trembhng 
wretch at bay, while Mr. Moulton securely tied his arms 
in sueh a manner as to leave him powerless. 

Then taking the pistol from Rebecca, he stood over the 
prostrate, swearing man, while the two ladies sought to re- 
store animation to poor little Liza, With all their efforts, 
however, their tender words, their gentle tones, they could 
not bring her back to consciousness, and with pale faces, 
and looks of agony, they again consulted what had. next 
best be done. 
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" Let roe go for assistance !" exclaimed Bessie ; " I will 
use the utmost speed," 

" No, darling !" said Eebecca, " you support the feinting 
child, while I mount that horse and ride to the village." 

" The horse is a gentle one !" said Mr. Moulton. " If you 
can manage to keep on a gentleman's saddle, it would be 
best" 

"I can do it! I could ride the -wildrat horse bare-baet, on 
an occasion where life is at staka" 

Leading the animal to a stump close by, the fearless wo- 
man sprang from it to the saddle, -and in a moment was 
flying towards the villaga Fortunately, before she reached 
the grove, she saw a carriage eomir^ towards her. Hastily 
approaching its side, she explained the situation in which 
her friends were placed, and thus obtained the ready as- 
sistance of the man who drove, and the gentleman seated 
within. Eetuming rapidly to the spot, the inanimate 
child and the two ladies were placed upon the cushions of 
the carriage, and while the strange gentleman staid beside 
Mr, Moulton and the prostrate, groaning gipsy, the driyer 
was instructed to take them to the residence of Mr, Landon, 
and then obtain the services of the constable, and return 
immediately for the prisoner. 

Another hour found Alfonao safely secured within the 
county jail, where, under the strongest locks, he was to 
await his trial for the murder of poor Belle, and for his 
other many crimes, and in dismissing him from oar pages 
we .will only add, that upon that trial, which took place 
immediately, he was found guilty of murder in the first de- 
gree, and in four weeks firom that day, his crime-burdened 
soul took its flight from the gallows, upon which he suf- 
fered the just penalty of his transgressions. "WhUe in pris- 
on, previous to his execution, the wretched man was in- 
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formed of the death of Costanza, and of the place of her bur- 
ial, but, as was expected, he exhibited little or no emotion, 
at the affecting recital After much questioning and many 
persuasions the gipsy made a full corifeasion of Lis gnilt, 
and gave an account of the accidental manner in which he 
had discovered Liza's far-off homa He was carelessly 
wandering upon the wharf at the time of the emharcation 
of Mr. Landon with Lis wife and child, and was first at- 
ti'acted by seeing the name of Landon upon some trunks, 
that were being taken on boai^ Knowing well the name 
of Liza's parentj, he watched every face that paased to the 
vessel, ftom a secure hiding-place, and thus saw them as 
they bade adieu to Paul Eusaell, and took their departure 
for America. It was some time before he could follow them 
across the ocean, and when he did so, some months passed 
away before he could find their residence ; but all had finally 
been accomplished, and could he have gained the wood with 
Liza, where Bob, who had. accompanied him, was secreted, 
he could easily have escaped with the prize, and should 
have immediately returned to Europe, where he hoped to 
have realized a handsome sum, by the aid of her exquisite 
voice. The wretch died in a hardened, unmoved manner, 
and although a diligent search was made for Bob, he was 
never captured. The cave in which both had been secret- 
ed so long, the existence of which had never before been 
known, was discovered, but the guilty companion of Alfon- 
so had precipitately fled, and was never more heard of in 
the country. A general opinion prevailed among the vil- 
lagers that he had returned to Europe, and was once more 
following the wandering fortunes of his race, 
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PASSING AWAY. 

We miaeed thee from our Bide one day, wben at Ihe houae of prayer 
Vfs Bnw thy seat ifbs vacant, thy eweet fiice waa Dot there r 
And whan tha hyum aBceaded, tliy Uirlllirg voica wu gone ; 
We mJeaed thee Uien, and even yet we raiaa our child of song. 
But aiit tlj&t voice that oharraed UB long we may not hear a^^alo, 
It chants a Jiearenly anthem now, a «i}daT, eweal«c fitraitt. 

^EAR little Liza never recovered from that dread- 
ftil shock, although the fondest care that affec- 
tion could devise was bestowed upon her. She 
recovered, indeed, so fer aa to be able to move 
around the house, but the physician saw plainly that an 
affection of- the heart would soon summon her to the better 
land. 

The remainder of Eebecca's visit was unmarked by in- 
cident, or adventure, and one week after the arrest of Al- 
fonso she called at Mr. Landon's, to bid Liza and the family 
adieiL 

"Farewell, dear Mrs. Douglass!" sighed the beautiful 
child, as with one arm w©mid around her neck, she laid 
her pale cheek against her shoulder. " You will not see 
me, when you come again, for I am going to live with 
Jeans, up in the beautiful blue sky," 

"Why does my darling think so, when she is so much 
better than she was?" adced Rebecca mournfully, for she 
could not hide the truth from her own heart, as she gazed 
upon that pale, young face. 
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" Yes ! I know that I am better now, but this improve- 
ment will last but a short time; just to reconcile my dear 
papa and mamma; then the angels will come and Liza 
will follow them to heaven. Good bye, until we meet in 
that holy, happy place, where we shall never part again." 

Kissing passionately the beautiful lips of the child, Ee- 
becea withdrew to hide the teais wiiich she coiild not re- 
press. 

■" You weep, Mrs. Douglass !" said the anxious mother, as 
she followed her from the room, having noticed her tears, 
although she had lost the whispered won^ " Tell me, did 
Liza speak to you of dying ?" Tears trembled on the eye- 
lashes of Mrs. Landon aa she asked the question. 

After a moment's hesitation, Eeheeca took the hand of 
the sorrowfal woman, and without concealment related the 
woi-ds uttered by her darling. 

" It may be a mere foreboding of our little pet's, caused 
by nervous fears, but it would be well, my dear friend, to 
consider how easily desAh might separate you from, that 
precious child, and thus prepare yourself for any event 
Those pale cheeks and sudden turns of faintness are often 
sad forerunners of fatal disease." 

"i know it, Mrs. Douglass; I know it well, and I will 
strive to say, the will of God be done, whatever may 
happen I But oh, she has been so precious to me, that it 
■ftill he like tearing out my heart to see her die i But 
better far, a peaceful summons to the ' shining shore,' than 
to have had her fallen a living prey once more to that fear- 
ful Alfonso, and his gipsy followers.. Yes, I will strive to 

see God in all that may befall my child, and then Oh 

Mrs. Douglass," she added, a burst of tears coming to the re- 
lief of her full heart, "pray for me: unceasingly, pray for 
your poor sorrow-stiicken friend I" 
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"Mamma! Las Le- come?" 

These words were uttered by the silvery, yet feeble voice 
of a dying child, juat as the sun was sinking behind the 
hilla, filling the vlilage with a flood of splendor, before it 
was exchanged for the sombre shades of night 

" Has Cousin Paul come ?" 

" Not yet, darling 1 Try to rest awhile will you notZ. I 
trust he will soon be here." The mother spofce absost in 
.a whisper as she clasped the hand of her suffering tittle 
one in hers, and strove to soothe her, although her own 
eyes were fiill of anguish, and her own lips were pale with 

" Mamma I" again murmured the chUd, " I shall soon be . 
gone, then you will have no Liza to love, no daughter to 
comfort you. But you will not fret, mamma, since it is 
God -that calls me away. You will let papa console you 
and strive to be cheerful for his sate, will you not, dear 
precious mother ?" 

"Yes! dai-ling; yes!" gushed &om the quivering lips 
of Mrs. Landon. 

" Heaven is not far off, mamma, and life wiE be very 
short, at the longest; you will join me dear papa — sweet 
mamma, in the beautiful land above 1" 

As the child spoke, she motioned for her fe,ther, who, 
with Bessie and Mr. Brown, stood near the foot of the 
bed. 

Mr. Landon bent over her, and pressed his lips upon 
hers, with a yearning kiss of unutterable agony. 

" Papa, you will not weep for Liza when she is going to 
the arms of her precious Redeemer ;" she whispered, as a 
hot tear from the father's eyes fell upon her upturned fece. 
"You will give me up without a murmur, when Jesus 
caUs me home, will you not?" 
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** Yes,' darling, God helping me I will," 
" Thaak you, dear papal Hark 1 did a carriage atop? 
Has Courin Paul come?" again q^nestioned the fast expir--. 
ing child. 

I' Hd, darling, not yet" 

A. sigh escaped the heaving bosom of the sufferer, as she 
whispered, 

" Oh I I have prayed so fervently to see Mm once, just 
once before I leave this world, but God has not thought it 
best. Mamma, tell him when he com^, that — ^hush I surely 
I hear his step. Papa, God is mercifti! to Liza, Cousin Paul 
Acts come !" 

With a glad cry as she said th^e words, she turned upon 
her pillow, and the nest moment was clasped to the bosom 
of Paul Bussell. 

"My precious one," esclaimed the young man, -as he 
fondly kissed the lips, cheek, and brow of hia dying 
pet 

" Cousin Paul, you are just in time to take my last fere- 
well I love you, dear Cousin Paul, for to you I am in- 
debted for the first knowledge of my Saviour, and for my 
rescue from the deepest woe. I have prayed that I might 
see you, to thank you once again for restorii^ me to my 
pleasant home and to the aiins of my loving parents. But 
I am, going now to a feirer home than even th^, and 
the arms of Jesus are open now to receive me. Farewell 
dear papa and. darling mother. Farewell Cousin Paul, and 
Bessie and you too, kind Mr. Brown ; there will be no sor- 
row there, nor tears, nor night It is growing dark ; I cannot 
seel Mamma, where are you? Surely this is death. 
Pray." 

Kneeling by the bedside, with one hand clasped by the 
angelic ehUd, while she lay upon her mother's bosom, Paul 
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sent forth his prayer to God, that he would pour the bahn 
of peace into the wounded hearts of that stricken group, 
and that he would also bless the djiog little one in her 
heavenward flight 

As the words ceased, before Paul and the kneeling, sob- 
bing fiieads could rise from their knees, the voice of Liza 
floated through the room in wOd and thrilling melody, that 
filled her hearers with awe and wonder. It seemed a fare- 
well song that she was attempting to ^ng ; her last fare, 
well ! but before it was quite finished, the words became 
inarticulate, then grew fainter, and fainter, her eyes closed 
and all of that stricken group held their breath as the soul 
of little Liza drifted towards heaven.- 

" Oh husband, has she gone ? My only precious child !' 
sobbed the mourning mother, bending over the just breath- 
ing form, while the utmost agony wailed in the oiy " Liza, 
Liza ! my lily -bud, my darling, speak once more to your 
mother. Let me hear your voice once again before it is 
hushed for ever. Oh, Liza !" 

Opening her dying eyes at the call, while a feint smile 
played around the exquisite mouth, she murmured 
" Mamma ! dear mamma 1" then with a long drawn sigh^ 
her eyelids drooped, and her spirit passed to the bosom of 
her Saviour, and her Ood 

"DearchUdl" said Cousin Paul, as he lifted her fi:om her 
mother's arms, and gently laid her back upon the bed, at 
the same time kissing the cold dead lips of his fondly loved 
pet — "dear child, her voice is hushed forever on earth, but 
she ,now sings the triumphant song of praises to the 
Lamb." 

" The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away," sighed 
the weeping father, "Blessed be His holy name, for 
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" Amen 1" burst from the Hpa of the motlier, as -with 
bowed head, and trembling frame, she allowed her husband 
to draw her away, from what waa now but the cold corpse 
of her precious, peerle^ Liza 
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Bessie's lovee. 

gT was in a clear, yet cold morning in I 
f just two weeks after the funeral of Little Liza, 
I that Bessie once more bent over her easel in 
' Mr. Monlton's studio, while that gentleman si- 
lently took his place by her side. 

'■ Where is Marion ?" asked the youag ghl, finding that 
her little companion did not make her appearance. 

" She is quite unwell this morning, having bad a vio- 
lent sick headache all night — an afihetion to w^hieh she ia 
quite subject." 

" I am sorry to hear that she is suffering ;" replied 
Bessie, " Can nothing be done for her relief?" 

" Oh yes ! she ia already relieved, but will not be able 
to join us this morning I Ton look quite yourself again, 
Miss Bessie ; I feared that grieving for that dear little 
girl waa making aad inroads upon your health, so pale and 
sad have you been recently." 

Bessie aighed, while tears rushed to her eyes as she heard 
her lost favorite thus apoken of; but jjuickly rallying, she 
remarked, 

" I did grieve for our Liza sadly, but I saw Mrs. Lon- 
don yesterday, and her sweet resignation, with her firm re- 
liance upon the goodness of God, even in her affliction. 
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quite cheered me. Both Mr. and Mrs. Landon are devoted 
Christiaiis, and bear their loss with a meek and gentle 
spirit, unusnal' and pleasant to tehold. Liza was their joy 
and pride, yet they could resign her, at the Master's call, 
■without murmuring, or complaining." 

" I rejoice to hear it Bessie ; do you remembermy teUing 
you that such would be the case, when I first saw the 
seeds of disease upon her counteflance ?" 

"Yes I and you proved a most true prophet I" returned 
Bessie. 

A silence followed, and for some time the landscape 
upon which Bessie labored, advanced rapidly . It was a 
beautiful scene, and very tastefully was she touching it, 
blending its colors with great beauty and skill, under the 
direction of her kind instructor ; but as she gently ap- 
phed the brush she could not fail to observe the un- 
wonted restlessness of her companion. 

" Have you heard &om your friend Mrs. Douglass 
lately ?" at length asked Mr. Moulton, thus breaking the 
silenci 

" Not very ! but I am expecting a letter daily. Do 
you know, Mr. Moulton, I was silly enough to wish to de- 
tain her always at our home, I was so happy in her 
society ?" 

" Indeed, and she would not remain ?" 

"Not at least in the capacity I secretly hoped for." 

"What capacity was -that?'" asked Mr. Moulton, in- 



"I fear you will lidicule my foolishness, Mr. Moulton, 
but she is the only woman I ever saw, that I think would 
exactly suit my father But strange to relate, they neither 
of them seemed to have the same opiiiion, therefore my 
secret hope died for want of nourishment" 
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" MisB Bessie," exclaimed Mr. Moulton, " is it possible 
I hear you aright I ■was under the impression that you 
utterly opposed second marriages." 

"YoTi were entirely mistaken and misinformed then, 
Mr, Moulton. I see no reason — where real love is in- 
spii'ed in the heart of a person onee hereared, I see no 
reason why a second marriage should not take placa" 

" What a load those words have lifted from my heart 
dear Bessie 1" said her. companion, delight beaming in 
the tender glance he fised upon her bright young face. 
" Throw aside that palette and brush for a while, and listen 
to me a moment, darling," 

Gently taking the implements from the hand of the 
blushing girl, Mr, Moulton drew her to the sofa, and seat- 
ing himself beside her, with her hand fondly clasped in 
his, he told her the story of his love — ^the sadness her 
misunderstood words, uttered weeks before, had caused 
him, and finally ended by asking her to become his wife. 

The fond caress that followed, together with the happi- 
ness that sparkled in the eyes of both, whispered that the 
answer he ' received was highly satisfactory, and the 
enthusiastic lover felt that now, since he could claim that 
lovely sunbeam as his own, he should be blessed forever. 

When Mr. Brown was waited upon by Mr. Moulton the 
next day, craving his consent to the union of himself and 
Bessie, he was greatly overcome by the surprise occasioned 
by the unsuspected state of afiairs ; but when assured by 
his daughter that her heart was' deeply interested in his 
giving a favorable answer, he laid her hand in that of his 
friend, and with tearful eyes and choking voice implored 
the blessing of God upon their union. 

The marriage it was decided should take place earlv 
in the spring, and after much perFuasion Mr. Brown 



Hosteatv Google 



BESSIE'S LO VER. 315 

. to rent hia fornished house to a neighbor 
known to he in want of such a domicile, and then find a 
home- with them, as Bessie strenuously objected to a sepa- 
ration. 

So preparations for the wedding commenced briskly at Ce- 
dar Lawn, while all the villagers rejoiced that their &vonte, 
Bessie Brown, was so soon to become the wife of an ex- 
cellent and conscientious man, whUe at the same time, she 
would continue to reside in their midst 
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XBAVBS FROM REBECCA'S DIARY. — THE HEW PASTOR. 

" Jesns Is ouE Sbepherd, guld«l by his arm, 
Tbongb Uie wolves 1097 raven, none can do us harm ; 
When ne betd deith's Taller, dark vlai fesrfUl gloaio. 

gONNECTIOXJT, April 9th, 1866.— A longtime 
I since I penned tlie last lines in the 
8 of my long Delected journal 1 Come out 
■ from thy retreat, now, old friend, whUe I am in 
the mood, and we will once more indulge in a confidential in- 
terview. But beforelproceedwith the narrative of my daily 
life, let me explain, that Percy has succeeded in purchasing a 
charming place in Connecticut, about thirty miles from 
New York city, and having become quite domesticated^ in 
their new home, they have insisted upon my leaving the 
city and spending the summer with them. This will ac- 
count for my being in the State, where I date these pag^, 
as I have accepted their kind invitation, and now find my- 
self happily situated in their delightful home, surrounded 
by magnificent scenery, and indulging in the loved society 
of my favorite niece, and her excellent husband: There 
ia another also, to claim my love and caressed; a sweet 
baby-boy just two months old, lies sleeping in a cradle, in 
its mother's cozy room. 
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Dear Miimie makes a devoted wife and mother, and 
Percy may well be proud of Ha beautiful, loving, and do- 
mestic companion. They have a tasteful residence, hand- 
somely furnished, and now that little Frank has been add- 
ed to their number, they seem as happy as mortala well 
can be. 

Sambo Johnson accompanied them to their new home, 
and that " reapeetible . cullered pusBon," ia flourishing 
around the establishment in the grandest possible manner. 
" Now, Missis Douglass,"' said he, as he welcomed me to the 
place, " it is just the nicest place for you to step your purty 
foot in, dat ever was. Goliy I but Marse Percy am a happy 
man, wid dat blessed wife and baby. Cutest" little image, 
dat young Marse Prank is, you ebber see. Dem eyes ob 
bis'n, oh laws now, but dey am just like buttons, and his 
hands, gosh ! dey jest no hands at all ; dey ain't much 
bigger than a tree cent piece. But you run up stairs and 
see for yourself, andif you don'tlindthe beautifulest little 
face in. dat ar cradle, you ebber clapped eyes on, den dia 
chile don't know beans fi^am a bull's foot — Dat's all 1" 

I agreed with Sambo perfectly, for it certainly was a 
handsome baby that opened its great black eyes, and gazed 
BO innocently at me from the rufSed pillow-cases and sofi 
K)se blankets that nestled around him. As I burst forth 
in several warm expressions of delight, a true darkey 
chuckle came from the hall, and there, peerii^ through the 
half open door, was the laughing face of honest Sambo, 
who had been interestedly listening for the praises he was 
so sure would coma 

" Dar, now missis, didn't I tell you so ? Dar nebber was 
such a baby growed, aa dat ar blessed little Frank Percy. 
Fact now I" 

A;pril IQih. — One beautiful afternoon, a few days after 
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my arrival, Micnie said, as we were leaving the dinner 
table, 

" Chai-les invites ua to drive at three can you be ready ? 
I cannot pEomiae the ricl. treasures of curiosities, a drive in 
the Old World so often exhibited, but we can show you a 
charming Connecticut village, with a splendid view of the 
Sound, audits surroundings." 

I was glad to accept the invitation, for die day was very 
delightful, and I knew it would be a pleasant hour. 
Charles first proposed showing me the village, so street 
after street was entered and duly admired. 

" This is our church, dear aunt ! Is it not a fine struc- 
ture, for a village of this size ?'' 

" It is beautiful, but whose is that lovely residence next 
to it, Minnie ? It ia the very abode of taste and elegance I" 

"That.is the Eectory," answered Charles, before Minnie 
could reply. '' Is it not almost a mistake, that so charming 
an abode boasta not a mistress ? Our new rector ia so un- 
fashionable as, to be a bachelor. He is very wealthy, and 
seems to take mucb pride in adorning his residence, but as 
yet withholds the greatest ornament of a home, a good, 
true wife." 

"From your speaking of him as your new rector, I 
judge that he has but recently come amongyou. May.not 
a wife yet be added, as a later, and most welcome appen- 
dage?" 

" I confess the tbing is not impossible." 

I saw my two companions exchange a sly glance, and 
smile, but as I did not understand the cause of the com- 
munication, I remained silent, and as other subjects pre- 
sented themselves, our drive was del%htfully concluded. 

Sabbath, April l2tL — A holy Sabbath day again dawned 
upon us, and with a heart fully alive to the solemnity 
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of the houi', I passed to tlie Louse of God, with Minnie and 
her hijsband. Eveiything seemed unusually heautifo.1 to 
me; the opening verdure of the earlyspring, the refreshing 
looks of the green grass, waving in the gardens ; then, the 
stiUn^a so dafierent from the noise ofa Sabbath in the city, 
seemed to attune all my spirit to devotion and praise, and I. 
passed up the aisle to Percy's pew, with a sweet sense of 
enjoyment and peace. The anthem was still beicg sung, 
when fi:om the vestry emerged the white robed pastor, and 
solemnly knelt beside the chancel, 

I felt the hot blood rush to my brow 1 I felt my heart 
beating tumiiltuously, for something in the cluster of jetty 
curls that was pushed from his brow, something iu the 
step and form, something in the graceful motion of the. 
white hands to which his fiice was bowed, reminded me of 
EusselL I held my breath as he arose and commenced 
the solemn aeivices of the morning. 

There was no mistake ! that inimitable voice, that was 
j;nusie everi in reading, those large speaking black eyes be- 
longed to no other than the lover of former days. Yes, 
Paul Russell stood before me, a clergyman of the Epis- 
copal Church. 

Once I looked towards Minnie, but my eyes were frill 
'of tears, and I could not see the look of sympathy which 
I felt was there. Yet still the holy services went on, that 
voice sounded in my ear, and I knew it was no illusion, no 
phantasy of the brain, but a true, glad reality. 

Gradually I became more calm, and by the time he had 
taken his place in the pulpit, I was ready to listen to his 
sermon, with a heart full of thankfulness, and earnest at- 
tention. 

His text was from John s. 11: "I am the good Shepherd," 
" Of all the images," he said, " which our Blessed Lord em- 
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ploys to shadow to men Hia peculiar mission, Sisposition, 
and relations, none can convey Him with sweeter cliarm 
than this. The most tonching pjetnre which the customs 
of Palestine presented was, and is still indeed, seen in 
pastoral life. It always presents the choicest green spots 
that the sunny side of mountain slopes, and valley plains, 
could afford, as the background of the_ picture. An es- 
sential feature also is the sparkling water brooks ; tlie 
prominent figures are the flock, lying beside the 'still 
waters,' or, nibbling the green pastures, or indulging in in- 
nocent gambols, and the shepherd with etaif in hand, ex- 
ulting in their composure, or delighting in their playfulness, 
or watcWng intently to discover any interruption of their 
repose, any trace of discomfort — and especially any token 
of the approaeli of the beast of prey. 

* * * * * # * 

" Our Blessed Lord was familiar with this picture, and so 
also those to whom he spoka 

" When he said, ' I am the good Shepherd,' He singled 
himself out as standing alone, in such a relation. Shepherds 
there were many, but the 'good,' was but one, and he 
alone could exhibit in His ways, with those He called ' ^is 
sheep,' those capacities, qualities and powers, which are set 
forth in revelations, statements and doctrines. 

* * * * « * » 

" Here the flock is pictured to us as scattered over the 
mountains, and in the valleys, through the wilderness, 
away fi:om the fold, and the chosen pasture, and the 
Shepherd is scouring the country, and calling for the lost 
sheep and bringing them one by one, to the safe and 
pleasant inelosure, and the rich and nourishing feeding 
places. This indeed is just the counterpart of the natural 
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state of Jeaus' peopla They are represented, as 'the 
children of God, that were scattered abroad.' They are 
spread throughout the many nations and tribes, and 
tongues that inhabit our earth. 

, " The Son of Man ia come to seek and to save that 
which was lost. He searches them out, discovers them to 
themselves, - and "to others; by the appointed means of 
grace. He calls them through the . ordinary instruments, 
and He brii^s them into His fold and hia pasture, away 
from the dangers and darkness of the wilderness, by the 
power of His Spirit, when men heed the call thus made. 
The conversion of a soul to God is no accident, even 
though immediate circumstances may appear so isolated 
as to have no connexions leading to such an issue. The 
sheep was roaming in the wUds and among the dangers and 
exposTires of nature. The Shepherd was on his track, 
foUowiug him from st^e of life to stage- of life, 
from influence to influence, nay, perhaps from country 
to country. AU this while he was wild, thoi^htless, in- 
diiferent At last a very trivial circumstance, aword, a casual 
event, arrests him. He stops, he thinks, he finds himself 
wretched, miserable, helpless, because of his sins. He re- 
pents, he believes, he prays. He lays hold on Christ He 
opens his eyes upon a new world. He feels the flow of 
n w desire^ new impulses within him. He hopes, not 
feebly, not tremblingly, not with doubts, but perfectly for 
the grace that shall be brought unto him, at the revelation 
of Jesus Christ. This ia the Shephei-d finding hira. 
# * * ■ * * * * 

"But 'fat pastures' are spoken o£ Are not these 
those peculiar privies of the Church, which are indeed like 
sun-lit heights, rising.out of the plains of ordinances ? See 
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we not here the sacraments, especially the Lord's Supper 
which ia named a feast, aad is indeed a feast of /at things? 
The food that crowns the boaxd, ia to. J'aith's eye the very 
life of Christ, the outgushing of His Great Heart. This is 
indeed the fet pastiu'e of the Christian's heritage. 



"And then, are there not 'still waters.' Are not 'the 
ways of wisdom,' ' ways of pleasantness ?" Here are waters 
never ruffled by storms, never angry in aspect,-and always 
speaking of the security which His unresisted dominion 
brings. Oh, what an attraction for the pining and w&crv 
soul ! Here is food for the hungry ! Here is rest tpl: tfie 
weary ! Hither come, seek admittance to the fat. pastures, 
on the high mountains of Israel 
* * * * * * * 

" But He goes with His sheep through death's dark vale. 
Says the Psalm'stj ' though I walk through the valley f>£ 
the shadow of death, I will fear no evil ; for'Thou art with 
me! thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.' 'Betweenr 
the ' green pastures,' and the ' still waters,' of privilege 
and promise, and that ' inheritance,' whose sunshine is the 
triumphant Bedeenaer's gloiy, lies a narrow valley. "Who 
treads the verdant fields of Heavenly felicity, and walks 
beneath the shade of the tree of life, and basks besid^ the, 
' river of the water of life, clear as crystal,' Las gone 
through that vale. It is deep, and dark, and cold I No 
rays of natural day find access there. The damps tin- 
tempered rise, and fill the atmosphere with chill, and cold 
and shade combined, sending their influence to some dis- 
tance this side the entrance, give it an aspect of gloom, 
the sight of which sends a shudder through the fi-ame, 
and withal hideous specttesj ghastly, and uttering dolefiil. 
sounds of sorrow and woe, flit always here and there, isi 
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tte darkness. Ob ! it is a fearful place to pass through 
alone I" 



" Yet through this terrible vale, with all these distress- 
ing accompanimenta, all the Hving must go I Jor to this 
one passage all the ways of this life converge. This is 
death, that event that kappeneth alike to all. Now, to the 
followers of Jesus, the terrors of this vale are hut shad- 
ows in the dim distanca By his own death He hath 
in their behalf destroyed him that had the power of 
death, that is the Devil, and thus he hath taken out of 
death its substance, and with that, its sting, ' sin,' and now, 
to his redeemed it is only ' the shadow of death.' Now, 
only its lengthened shade, its dark, substaneeless outhnea, 
thrown by the rays of unrevealed divine precept, lies 
stretched across the way to the Heavenly paradise. As 
the traveller looks at it afar before him, it seems, aa does 
the distant cloud covering ttie mountain-side, Black and 
terrifying. But on the near approach, like that same cloud 
it is found to be but a passing vapor. 

" Even through this vale, in natural features so fiight- 
fill, viewed at a distance, the ' Good Shepherd,' is stUl 
with them. On all the passage. He is at their side. His 
presence, as a pillar of light, casta away all gloom ; His 
'rod' of grace upholds the waning soul, and Hia 'staff' 
of promise, in the pilgrim's hand, mounted as it is with a 
gem of Divinity, sends into his heart the beams of glory, 
that shine from the Heaven before him. « * * Well 
may he say, ' I will fear no evil' 

** *« « *** 

" My friends, some of you are vrithout the fold, in the 
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tliicketa of neglect aud the rocky ban-ens of c 
where grow only the rank weeds of dissoluteness, and the 
bitter, coarse, poisonous herbage of impiety. Take some 
idea of your condition, by reversing the picture we have 
drawn. Without the fold, is ' without Christ,' and that is 
' aliens from the commonwealth of Israel.' But even yet^ 
while you live in the midst of the ordinances, and holy in- 
fluences, Jesna may be something to you. He is not yet 
a Judge. He is yet a Prince and Saviour, to give repent- 
ance to Israel, and remission of sins. You are sinners, and 
He came into the world to save sinners." ***** 
" Ho calls. He says stop your wandering. Turn back 
from t!ie ways of indifference, and thoughtlessness, and 
aimlessness, and neglect ' Come unto me I take my yoke 
upon you, and iearn of me, for I am meek and lowly in 
heart, and ye shall find rest unto your souls.' Remember 
what trajh says of your condition, and your prospects, as 
immortal, accountable heinga, with righteous judgm 
fore you, and take the alarm." 

ThonghUega sheep, without a. guide, 
Heed e, warning voice to-day — 
Satan lurks about tiiy side, 
Fly 1 or thoa wilt be his prey. 
While the "Shepherd," loved of old 
BeekonB thee I oh ! joiu Hia fold. 

In that fold are " pastures green ;" 
There " still wateia," gently roll ; 
While on Satan'e plains are seen 
Poisoned streams, that MU the soal. 
Stop ! poor sinner I hear my'voioe t 
Pause this day and make fhy choice. 

Tell me, shall that choice be made. 
Shall the Lord, tby Shepherd be ? 
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Wandering SUeep.^je not airaid. 
Even now he cails for Uiee, 
Answer, ere you leave this spot,^ 
Wilt thou seek His fold, or not? 

I wUl not pause to descrilse the. effect of that tlirilling 
sermon iipoB the crowded audience ; — the breathle^ silence, 
the holy awe that clasped each heart, as tJiose powerful 
words fell among them 1 To me they were indeed a feast 
of " fat things," rare pearls, dropped irom a jewelled clus- 
ter — grapes, from a iruitftd vina I felt refreshed, gratified, 



I do not think he was aware tha,t I was present, until 
the sermon was nearly over, and then I knew the moment 
of the discovery ; for as his eyes met mine, he hesitated, 
turned a shade paler, but then recovering himself without 
the pause being apparent to any but a close observer, he 
went on, seemingly, as calm as before When the servi- 
ces were concluded and we turned to leave, he was still 
kneeling 1 Was his prayer for strength to overcome his 
weakness? Was my name even then' upon his lips? 

Ah, me I why should I wish to know ? God pity me I 
he is far above me now I 

" Minnie dear, why did you not tell me your pastor's 
name, when you spoke of him yesterday ?" 

" Do not chide me, Aunt Eebeeca 1 I could not resist 
surprising you. Had you any idea, when he was our fel- 
low passenger upon that frightful voyage, that he had pi'e- 
pared for the ministry while abroad ?" 

"No, dear, I never thought of it! He told me he was 
an altered man, and .intended ever to lead a holy life, but 
SB he spoke little of himself, he told me no more." 

We had reached home as I spoke, and I hastily retired 
to my room, to calm my disturbed spirits before again 
meeting the femily. 



Hosteatv Google 



CHAPTEE XLIX 

CONCLUSION. 



HsBd b) hand, and beart to heart,~ 
ThoHBh bU other SeB ate broken, 
Time Uieao bemAn etax never part." 



SONDAY, April IStli. — To-day, I was passing 

. through the upper hall ix) my apartment, when 

I answer to the door-bell, and inquiry for the 

" ladies, I heard the servant say, "Mrs. Percy is 

not at home, but Mrs. Douglass is ; will you walk in, sir ?! 

and the well known footstep of Russell entered the parlor. 

I waited but to cool my biu'ning cheeks with a dash of 

cold water, then hastily arranging a few stray curls, I de- 



Ile stood before the book-case as I entered, examining 
a volume which he had taken from the shelves, but in- 
stantly he laid it aside, and advanced to greet me, with ex- 
tendedhand. Mine trembled as it lay in his, but as he 
led me to a seat, saying, " I could not resist bidding you 
welcome to our village, Mrs. Douglass," I assured him I 
was happy to meet him, and soon recovered my self-pos- 



In the conversation that ensued, he referred to our 
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nights of peril on the Ocean, and asked " where I had 
passed my time since we parted ?" 

I informed him of many little events tbat had transpired, 
and then spoke of my surprise in meeting him in this 
place, and especially in seeing him in the pulpit the day 
before, telling him- 1 had no'idea that he had studied for 
the ministry. 

He smiled, one of his old, sad smiles, as he replied, 

" Toil never seemed sufficiently interested iu any of the 
aifairs, or pursuits of Paul Eussell, to warrant my speak- 
ing of my future path in hfe, Eebecca I" 

I blushed painMly as he spoke, and seeing my eonfii- 
sion, be changed the subject of conversation. 

He sat about an hour, chatting on different themes, and 
all the while my cheeks were hot, and mj heaii was 
strangely tremulous, while he seemed calm and self-pos- 
sessed. When he arose to leave, I followed the prompting 
of my soul, and asked him to call again. 

I was astonished at the look of delight be gave me, and 
I could not but think he had been fearful he would be un- 
welcome before he had ventured in. 

Would he come again, and soon, J wondered as I closed 
the door ? 

Would he ever care again to please Eebecca Douglass? 

June l^tk — He did come again, the next night, and as 
the family were all together, we had a -delightful hour of 
communion and intellectual conversation, and after this, 
often did he find his way into our parlor, and when the 
month of June opened upon us, that lovely montb of 
roses, and singing birds, all embarrassment at thoughts of 
former scenes had died away. I looked upon him no 
longer in the light of previous short-comings ; I saw now, 
only the pure, devoted servant of God. 
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I was sitting by the parlor window reading, this after- 
noon, when Russell entered ; his eyes sparkled with pleas- 
ure as he saw me, for that day I had yielded to Minnie's ear- 
nest pleadings, and had thrown aside my black robes, and 
was now, for the first time, arrayed in colors. It had 
seemed almost a sacrilege for me to clasp around my form 
the pure tissue, with its delicate pink spot upon the white 
ground, but when I added the pink neck-ribbons and belt, 
my fingers trembled as though I was committing a wicked 
action. 

" Now," said Buasell, as a smile ligh.ted his expressive 
eyes, " now, I see the Rebecca of former days, again ! 
You need but this, Mrs. Douglass, to make the toilet com- 
plete I" then taking a beautiful mosa-rose from a bouquet 
upon a table near by, he gently and skillfully fastened it 
in my hair. 

How my heart thrilled beneath the touch of those fin- 
gers, now so dear to me I how the blood flowed into my 
cheeks, at meeting the impassioned glance that was fas- 
tened upon me, as, for an instant, his hand rested upon my 
hair. But a step approached, and turning again to the 
table, he seemed to be admiring the flowers, as Percy 
entered 

■June lith. — I am exquisitely happy to-night, for I am the 
promised bride of one dearer to my heart than words can 
tell. Oh Eii^sell I how long, and how uneousciously has 
my whole heart been yours ! Noble man 1 May God 
bless your path through life, and make us a blessing to 
each other ! 

I can scarcely tell how it all came about, but as these 
pages have listened to my secret misgivings and trials, so 
now shall they chronicle my joy. 

" Your place should be called Eose Yilla, Mr. 1 
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said I, last evening, when, as I had stepped out for a sum- 
mer stroll, after tea, I passed the Eectory, as he stood 
leaning against the gate that inclosed his elegant grounda. 
" Why so ?" asked he, as ho smilingly returned my salata- 

" The roses are so fragi'ant and so numerous ;" replied I 
the color mounting to my brow again, at meeting his ex- 
pressive eyes. 

"AVill you not come in, and see these floral pets of 
mine, Rebecca? Surely it is time you enter the Rectory I' 

He toot my hand as he spoke, and drew me into the 
garden walks. 

I always loved flowers, but now I surely did admire 
those clustering and carefully trained roses, more than any 
I had ever seen ! 

Was it because they belonged to the noble man beside 
me? 

We lingered among those garden treasures, until the 
evening shadows grew quite deep, and dark, then telling 
me he had lately received a beautiful present from a friend 
in Italy, of a rare piece of statuary, he led me to the house 
to examine it. As we entered the drawing-room I was 
astonished at the taste and el^ance of every arrangement I 
The softly shaded light, that shed such an inviting air 
around; the tasty adjustment of the rich lace curtains, with 
their costly cornices, and the elegant paintings and statuary 
that were so thickly placed around. 

j' To think," said he as, after admiring the splendid speci- 
men of art, to which he had referred, I had seated myself 
upon a cozy chair — " to think, that I should ever be so 
happy as to have Eehecca Douglass beneath my roof I" 
He Btood beside me as he spoke, but his eyes were bent 
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upoQ me with the look of other days, and I knew well 
what would foUow. 

" Dai-ling, may I speak once more of my never dying, 
love ?" 

Poor man I so fearful was he of another repulse, that he 
mistook my silent confusion, for contempt, and commenced 
pacing the room, in extreme agitation. I knew not what 
to say, I felt so utterly bewildered at hia vehemence. At 
last he stopped hia wild walk, and planting himself before 



"Eebeeca, this cruel suspense must end I I cannot bear 
this state of things longer. I love you, I do believe, as no 
woman was ever' loved before! Rebecca 1 for fifteen 
years you have been the one thought of my heart. When 
I offered you my hand, nine years ago, and you so coldly 
rejected me, it neai'ly drove my reason from me ; for weeks 
I hovered between life and death 1 I hved, but I became 
a different man, dedicating myself to God and his holy 
work. But we met again, and once more my love for you 
burst forth, and carried me away with the current Re- 
becca, you. looked upon me then, with cold reproach. Oh 
God I I cried, will she never love me ? Once more, we 
met ; you were in danger, and I was yonr only protector. 
How I restrained my emotion, when I held you in my 
arms, those fearful nights, I laiow not : hut this I know, I 
did refrain irom taking the onD kiss for which I panted, I 
did keep from troubling you with one word of love, when 
love was consuming my heart. But now, I will not be si- 
lent, even if you forever cast me ofE Dear Rebecca, 1 -do 
implore you, once again to love me ! Daiiing ! will you 
not come to my poor heart?" 

He extended his arms as he spoke, and as I ghded into 
their embrace, I felt to '■hank God for his devoted love, 
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and as lie kissed again and again, my willing lips, and 
whispered, " my own, darling Eebecca 1" my heart knew a 
blessed peace, it had not known for years before, 

&pt lei.-— It is over I the marriage vows have all been 
spoken ! the wedding ring is upoii iiiy finger, and I am 
again a happy wife 1 Eusseli's wife I My noble Eussell's 
wife 1 I shall write no more in these pages ! my heart is 
too happy to need words to portray its emotion. Calmly 
loving and beloved, shall our days pass on : my hi^band 
working in the holy calling to which he has devoted him- 
self, and I constantly striving to make Lis home the one 
eartuly spot to which his heart will ever turn for affection 
and rest 

Reader! wonld you know more? would you. have one 
more view of Paul and Rebecca, before we close these 
pages? Come softly, then, and parting these clustering 
rosea, trained so lovingly around this window, look 
■within. 

Hark I a gush of mnsie, most exquisite, fills the air, the 
noble, soul-stirring sounds of an organ fall upon the de- 
lighted ear. Surely, but one person can produce such be- 
witching melody] It is Paul, playing an evening anthem," 
to please the beautiful woman, the admiring ij-iend, the 
young bride, and the tender maiden of fourteen, who are 
his eager listeners. Eebecca, now his own dear wife, sits 
smilingly near by, her loving eyes turned fondly towards 
him, as he bends over the instrument ; while Bessie, now 
Mrs. Moulton, her husband and Marion, who are there 
upon a visit, stand by his sida 

Shall we enter, and thus disturb, by our presence, the 
harmony of the picture ? No, did you say ? then with 
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that liappy group daguerreotyped upon om- hearts, with 
those rippling, mellow cadences, those exquisite solos 
floating through the evening air, soilly, slowly, tenderly, 
let ns whisper, Farewell 
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